



BT, 18¢g 


Q 


ES, 


ee 


TS 


"eS 


NE 





NDON READ 





1k 


of Literature, Science, Art, anv General Enformation. 


{ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.) 





———— 





No, 1833 —VOL, LEXL] 


FOR THE WEEK ENDING JUNE 168, 1898 











FLOSSIE WaS SWUNG ROUND AND FLUNG ON THE SEAT, CHOKING AND 


POOR LITTLE COLUMBINE. 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


CHAPTER L 


It was 8 wild night in the middle of January; 
the rain ed in torrents, and the wind blew 
aa the storm fiends had been leb loose. 
Very few pedestrians were in the streets, and 
fewer still along the faeblonsbie suburban roads 
"Ee salest’ Get lit, Wisin eho 

& very select : 
one particular house In an enclosure of leafives 
shrubs and tall, gaunt trees, whose bare branches 





No one could guess the means or position in 
Ute of the owner of that pretty bijou house by 
its outward appearance. 

Tnere were four wiodows on the first floor, 
each draped on one side with sweeping curtains 
of rich lace, while on the other were heavy 
curtains of ruby damask; and those being 
drawo scross the windows, the lights from 
within, ehining through them, shed a wine-red 
— on the outward desolation of the winter 

&, 

ithin all was radiance, comfort, and luxury, 
In one of the rooms, curtalned with wine-red 
damask, two men are seated. Both are young, 
both handsome ; one apr teres yd 80; both 
have that distingué alr aff by the well-bred 
youth of the period. 


The plainer of the two, Mortimer Lytton, fs 
the owner of the pretty bijou house fn, the Bel- 
gravian suburb, 

He is a» man of taste and refinement, and by 
lately to his father’s property he has 
become one of the richest fron-masters in the 








ALMOST STUNNED, 


Midlands. He has a big warehouse in the City, 
where among his workpeople he fs a thorough 
man of business. Oatside his counting-house 
the simplest detail connected with trade ia never 
discussed by him; outside his warehouse he is 
an art worshipper, one who never lets the chance 
go by of securing the most trifling gem in paint- 
ing or statuary, His house in Palgrave-road is 
filled with all that ie most beautiful in art. 
Mortimer Lytton Is a bachelor, and is very 
firm in his resolution to keep so, and (much to 
the annoyance of mammas with marriageable 
pi ey fs very boastful of his freedom from 
ties. 


Mortimer Lytton’s companion is an old college 
friend, who has been his — during the past 
fortnight, having come by invitation to enjoy “s 

Obristmas.” 


Dormer Townley is a gentleman by birth, 
breeding, and education. Ualike his friend, he 
has lately married an heiress, and thus trebicd 
his own large fortune. 

This marriage was not a happy one, Dormer 
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Townley married’ the lady to please the friends | Mrs, T. to let you come, and you can judge for! “Alone, Mr. Lytton?” asked a-sweet volce, 
on both sides, thou ay aia not care a pin for | youreelf, Barn this,—Yours, &c, ** At present, Miss Flossie, Come in.” 
her ; ‘bub the lady- ed him because she “M Lt The young girl let the curtain drop behind her 
loved him, and thus gratified both herself aud and glided into a seat, where his broad shoulders 
friends. “ What-am I to do?” exclaimed Dormer, | screened her from the house, 
Dormer was a handsome, , | suddenly, “ Where is he?” she whispered, softly. 


indolent man of fashion, who fancied he 
art as much as his friend ates ban 
Oa thie» wild J ‘night he ‘reclined th 
elegant languor Bae aye & leo of red and white 
drapery oh a couch, with the lights from the 
lamps shining through thelr coloured shades on 
his handsome face and bright auburn curls, 
“Now, Dormer, old fellow, you haven't opened 
those letters yet, and I am frst to know how 
Mre. Townley is,” 
threw the end of his cigarette in the Bea-coal 
phe pat theres the glass of Seay that 


Det | t ty, & “bore, dear boy. wae busy 
and had quite Sergeteal lettere,”’ 
the guest, ia his slowest pronuncia- 
gee 5 ; raising —— Sree. phe elbow, 
be reached forth h white hand, tool 
@ letter In his dainty, gem-lit fingers, We 
the ohteti he read. 


spidery hand he knew so well; then, with a dis- 
Sue under his amber-coloured 
che, he tore open the envelope, and drew 


for notes. Glancing at them ia 
his @sy,-careless:-way, he started » wat 
his; . Raising himeelf*qu 

to . ‘he opened his’ violet: 
eyes to Widest extent, snd turned them) 


welts atrange look of appeal to the 


Jove; Mortimer’, look ab this!” Mi 
4s-it from; old boy?” 


nae leading forward to inspect “Y Know.” 


willing. 


ieceal fase ® letter from Marion, enclosing think: 
infern: 


note you tent me a dey or two before 


“endo mma sat By Nes 
one a t 
poor little Olymph at the F. ivolity.” 


“How in the world did ife becom 
of itt What a fool Mrs. Towel mc 
cme! “You are so caréless, Dorme 
Pee have left. it sbout where the’ dy 
nd it,’”’ af , 

“What's to:be+-dote ? Marion’ 
to see it in @ serious r. 
all the delightful hours I my 
ful Flossfe ; and-in thie Rag paradise of ~~ 
my dear Dormer, where arb, literature, and 
triendsh{p, al” 

= And lovel” interrupted Lytton, laughing 
gaily, 

“And love,” repeated Dormer Townley, 
warmly, as he alpped his wine. 

“ Allow me to look at the wretched ecrawl, 
I actually forget it,” sald Mortimer, holding out 
his hand, 

Dormer Townley threw the note to bis friend, 
who glanced over it with a contemptuous curl of 
his lip and handed ib back. 

“ Marion Is silly enough to believe it. She'll 
kick up no end of 8 row,” Dormer said, as he 
tried to ecow! at bis friend through the clouds 
ét snioke, 

Having failed in this he commenced reading 
Mortimer Lytton’s invitation aloud,— 


“ Dear OLD Towntzy,~* 
“I wishryou could run down here for a day 


or two—that is, if Mrs. Townley Gan ‘spare you: 
After the diesfpation of Paris The quiet’ of my 


suburban retreat will retin gm cen The gon 


I do not invite the lady, as my bijott housé is 
small, iné is a lor home,’ I have 
accommodation for ladies. 7 would like 
res bret et covered with gents of art 
ctures and statues, crayons, 

oat sp 8 I know of old that you 
weakness for pretty women, especially 
You should see the columbine atthe 
the loveliest little thing that ever  Teating Lon 
the footlighte. I visited all the 

theatres last week, but there fe nothing like 
on any other etage,* You must try to win over 


eays Mortimer Lytton, as he} it 


o 


Leanlog back u 
solincipiie, “D. Townley, Esq.,” Inthe thin,” 










<2 Why, write a conciliatory note to Mrs. 
Townley, or, better still, start for Ferndale to- 
morrow by the earlleat train. Wire —— to 
announce your co his prompt compliance 
with your wife’ S witkes may set matters right, 
ae pe ny ge hed, iegison: peru celled nor 

do I wish to drive you away ;. but consider the 
short time you have been married, and what the 


must and whab she must ‘bink 


Do you so soon. 


* Give me a glasa ot cure¢oa, old boy, 
enjoy ourselves ‘while we may. i 
to-night if I never 

p Mortimer, will you 




























as ach tw 


va ie 


though ‘handeome and 
out of sorts,” his 
friend thought. He was restless, and did not 
watch the performance with his usual attention. 
He did not stay long in the box. He stood up, 
and, turning to Mortimer, said 
"Tom goog to the lon wi you come?” 
“* Not Kiet m am too much interested just 
ls 


now, ‘ollow presently.” 

ane 5 went out, yh a ic 
eyes to stage’; gh apparently 

me the performance, aii Observer could pee 

that he Was” staring” i) vacancy and thinking 


- a ioor aur T' ‘waa to Invite him here without 
his wife! Knowing 
permit hint to #téy 
chief” 


3 
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light in 


and let me look in pour 





ies | 





¢ a os saloon, I daresay,” 

o ” 

* He is in o bad humour to-night, Flossie. He 
had a letter from his wife that vexed him, 0; 
course you know he is married!” Mortimer 
Lytton says with cruel bluntness, knowing how 
passionately the girl loves his friend. 

She shrank back, so that the light from the 
gasalier did not fall on her face, 

** Yor,” she answered, in a low voice. 

“ Floss, I'm afraid those gold-brown eyes of 

ours have done my old friend much miechiet,”’ 
ortimer said, after a prolonged pause, 

“I mom not. Why do you think so, Mr, 

- He sould 1a detect the. tremor In her voice, but 

fn shadow, he could not see the 
ele “a Sa her cheeks, or the deepairing 


Yi oa, hare, ve bento my poor friend, 


Fonte.” 


__. Bewltehied ‘Mr. Towdley?” she says in a low 


ac Come out here in the light, Mise Lorrimer, 
I know it is 


ame like a 
Me Lpstex | Mr, Townley is nothing 
blushin 


so me and abt 


PR aii ahve co tone moved 


ae Wade, Tam pa ig §cur own sake that 
I wish you 
I wish this, Fioas, 


e after to-night,” 
bee ce y that he 
D T intended to 

pt; ip ts unnecestary now. 


en; bi Sty you look to- 


an expression of 

His fair face was 

and thick, and he 
her. 


1m embrace 
801 mast go, Mr. Town- 
ox Dentowr, 02 she cluded 


yeeiol ite living statuettes. 

4 nb to break the sflence. 
-Been so marked that 
floss to know the cause 
during their short 






scene ig complete, every 
ooahgore and the limelights play ons 
the house rings with the 
py ae wded snd enthusiastic audience, 
quinade begins as the clown makes bi: 
ébut in hot puriais of the ‘old ‘amn,” aud re- 
from the magic wand of 
g spirit of mischief, the 


In the confusion that followed, occasioned by 
a mélée between the clown, pantaloon, harlequin 
and policeman, a fairy form ,glides gracefully 
before the audience on the toes of her white 


that slippery and un 
harleq 


satin bey’ the pe So x beastie all 
ave en. way ugh 
the J rn about like —a lovely 
Vielost lovely 
gold-brown eyes, those shinin ae 2 and ‘rosy 

old-brown 


{Pt and that at glittering ‘chou 


Dormer Townley started from ile semi-stu pid 
ine at-sight of Mile, Olymph, aa-she was named 


Ok | ene, & iz the not a 1” ex- 
claimed the enamoured young. man, as be 


followed ~ a artistic pee tr of the fafc 
Columbine. 
Lytton did not reply, he ‘felt tod Wexdd to do 
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come’ up here, you” kiiow }’ she 
snag dom I must walt, for I-must seo her 


to-night. Don" be Hl-natured; did fellow. ' But 
Til ‘come 5 we meet her on berg ye fey 
per aee a ay POs ine 

ile stood wp, Mortime fellowiog his 
0 oe 
made their way downstairs; and Iogered in the 
vestibule, 


The rain still poured in torrente, and the dts 


fort great. 
"Saeeanel rere hati tobe ‘2 tbat! Mor. 
oe errs that 


chafed at the re Bond gh wa 
The two menlit their 
about to keep pr al a ae 
“| see hery Mortimer—I see Mies. Lorimer !” 
suddenly whispered. Dormer to: his en 
and the next’ moment ‘he was pushing 
the crowd to where a ‘brown: ‘sealekin hat was 
visible under’ pony 
Het fair face flashed, anid her eyes chess Ske 
Aust staré at vight-of him, | 


ME, Pownley 17. vate a bentew 
« Phosafe 1” 
“You have-startled me,” ine sald; withia cold- 


nezs of manner quite ponent to her. 

= sm ‘golug to see you home; ‘Miss~Lorri- | 
mer.” 

Just then the ‘trougham drew up ‘to —~ 
kerby' and Mortimer “Lytton “made ‘a ‘sign’ to 
ao and on the latter approsching Mortimer 
&! 


6 We must take Mise Lorrimer home, There 


fe nobody here to meet her, and” site’ won't be! 


able to gét w chb’to-night.” 

“Ay, we'lhe take" you “h Flobs, Let ite 
hand you in—hic |” oe 

“How kind of you; Mr. — to'take me 
home?’ Mamma’ thought I could @ xb, 
ond go G16 Get Somnath Grundial nig! to mest 
ame.” 

She addressed neni to Mor' iinbe; akid seemed | 
to ignore the presence of Dormer, who bad been 
drinking .too deeply to wotiée ber codiness,' But 
he took her atm and led her across the wet, 
shining Lepr de Mortimer his umbrella 
over her, Dormer seated . beside ‘her, 
Mortimer taking the ‘eats - : 

The next moment ‘the carriage: w 
slong the silent, shushy streets. The ‘vidio’ was 
3 lotig one, and the'trio sat In “latice wéitly al! 


the way. ‘tio tonite wee i 


Mr. Dormer ‘ownley was intoxicated, and 
tals Seas ren, uid: @id” nioG speak * to 


Mortimer triéd’ to. otgage tive nacdvetihtio = 


but she replied In ren ge and 
into silence i = 


Sherer ae te De 
het at ° i 
‘oleate Weientan si ‘Qe 
Bor the dreary 
brougham yay befote osmall’ detached villa 
in the Larkfield dead on 
Dormer Townley alighted, “andi fridity the 
gate open, stumbled up the garden path to the 
froot door and rang the bell. ) 58 fhe 
Mortimer -arsleted Flonele frona: the: carriege. 
As he did eo-he could see 


il, All the ectour ble tndiedGhientbee? cheeky | 


“ night, Mile. Olympb: You don’t 
ourself to-night,” 4 
ch" and she ablveret tae ato fee te 


na ¥ haunts 
wat dashing | 


al'*Good night, Flossie,my dear,” says Dormer, 
fe &h uns ‘holding out his hand to her, 
but the ran past him without answering bim 






or his hand, ‘and the-sovr. looking female 
who was. a: Vighted eandle in the porch 
hurried in and the door as soon as the 
girl had crossed the threshold. 

ef homeward: Mortimer sab opposite 
inetead — his friend. 

“ti emuat avail myself of the privilege 


“F with that: young girl. You, a newly- 
married man ! It will cause a ecandal,” 
- “ By Jove; acandal what have I done }” 
' “You have been filling ‘that child's bead with 
idle: fancies, ‘arid sowing the eceds of discord 
bétweem yourself and your wife.” 
oss Jove, ‘here oe Why; my dear 
fellow, Misa Floseie’s golden head was full of idle 
long before T fret t beheld or fell in love 
sweet flower fu ce and: soft brown eyes, 
. a we sprouting up 
owaley before we were 
married a month.” 

“Good Heavens! Townley, you don’t mean 
that.: I know you ‘to be thoughtless, careless, 
9 ware that is nob right-down dishonourable 
—-butto marry this lady, this daughter ofa 
millionaire; Jonas Yolland’s helress, without 
loving her is something too———” 

s “ED married Msriom Yolland to please her 
friends sud mine ; I never once made love to her 
hh ee my life. Poor Marion, Jam sorry for 


Pity is wkin to love, they soy, I hope pity 
will warm into love in your case. 

~ Dormer ehrugged his shoulders,.and turned 
away with a gesture of diedain, 

Mortimer Lytton, werming with the eubject, 
‘| caught bis friend by the sleeve, and twisted him 


round; 

4§Pownley; bs a man! Be true to the woman 
you marri 1 Subdue this: bare pasion for a 
eo) irl with a fair face aud beautiful eyes! Fiossle 
orrimer fs a good, as well asa pretty, girl. She 
= a widowed mother dependent upon her ; then 

" By Jove, Mortimer, this is too bad |” 
oof! No, not I mean ft for your good, oid fellow, 
Don's : ~  anery: Go -back-to Ferndale. Your, 
doing so will disabuse'your wife’e mfod of those, 
iathie bse bat got hola-of, and in'a few weeks’ 
ewhen the pantomime-fe over, snd poor 
0 fa far away, come back to London, and 
; resume our old pursuits and visit our old 


a 
mH 


home, thank good- 


| nese ‘What a night {0 is, to be sure 1” observes 


a © 


otto Sore! don't 4 ein 1” “responds -bia 


ride came to aniend; ahd the | friend, 


Secth ehattseing-aiithia the folds of "his white 
mofiler. 





~ The chain was partly withdrawn, and the d 
| opened a few inches. : " 








Who's there?” mked a gruff voico, with an 
unmistakable Irish accent. 

“ Open the door, Mike; itis I.” 

"Och! is it yer’oner? Sbure J didn’t know 
yer voice wid the noise of the wind and rain, 
Come in out o’ the wet. 0, mother o' Mos 
what a night!” 

“Shut the door and put up the chain.” 

While Mike was refastening the dovr the 
master of the house and his guest bad divested 
themselves of their overcoats, hats, and wc eh 
and were ascending the «taire, when Mike’s v: 
arrested Dormer Townley, who was golng up 
behind his host,— 

“One word wid-ye, Mr. Townley, av ye 
plaiza,”’ 

** Yes, Mike, What is the matter?” 

He stood on the third ste'r from the bottom, 
looking very handeome and debonsir in his stylish 
evening dress, 

“T only wanted to fay to ye, Mister Townley, 
that the lady tlist kem in the cab wants to 
see——” 

** The lady that came in the cab wante to see 
me{ What lady do you meant” interrupted 
Dormer. 

“Sorra bit o’ me knows, but ‘she knows you 
well enough; sir.’ 

“A lady 1 a lady!” he repeated, az Fe*bhurries 
up the stairs, with astrange misgiving that some 
thing unpleaeant was'‘about to happen. 

Eatering Mortimer Lytton’s sanctuni some- 
what hastily, he came behind that gentleman 
jast as he was In the act of bowing very gallantly 
to someone not visible from the door, 

A step forward and he was beside his host, 
and staring full at a lady who was rested on the 
same couch he bad himself occupied before gtiog 
to the theatre that night. 

No words can express the effect that lady’s 
appearance had upon Dormer Townley 

As she gat on the couch In ber costly garments 
she suggested the idea of a pile of sables ond 
eealekin, from which a emall, white, pinched fa 
looked out at the two men in the doorway, § She 
attempted to stand up, bub her eables got én- 
tangled in a mass of scarlet drapery lying on the 
cushions, 

Having succeeded in freeing hereelf she stood 
up, holding out her hand to Mortimer. 

“Mr. Lytton, I belfeve?” she caid, very 
sweetly. 

“ At yourservice, madam,” Mortimer answered, 
with a bow. 

“ And Iam Mrs. Townley.” 

“TIT am delighted to welcome you to my 
bachelor retreat, madam, aud I hope I see you 
quite well, Mrs, Townley.” 

Dormer Townley’s wife was petite and graceful, 


| but her small, colourless face had no claim jo 


.|-beanty... Her hair was scanty, and of a. pale 
yellow. ; Her lips weré too thin and straight, and, 
belng constantly compressed, had. a bard luvk, 
while her large, light blue eyes always seemed to 
a'r 8 look of appeal in them. 

Mortimer entered the room firet ihe dady 
tosked at him with an eager, quesiioning ginnce 
im her restless light eyes, and her lips parted 
as if about, to speak, when she caught sight of 


“ Good Heavens, Marion, is it you!” he ex- 
claimed, as he stared in blank amazement at her 

* Oh, Dormer |” she cried, in a tone of appeal, 
and she moved as ff about to spring forward and 
émbrace him. 

For one moment an expression of unutterable 
love lit up the pale face and eyes, making them 
almost beautiful. ‘She tried to press forward to 
him ; in doing so her eyes met his. Their ex- 
pression Bey her recott f fn terror. Those hand- 
some blue eyes were fixed upon her face with a 
look of diabolical hate, and she shrank back, 
éovering her face with her hands. 

» “ Marion, I shall never forgive you this night's 
work,” he eald, bitterly ; and scowling darkly on 
his shrinking wife, he turned upon his heel and 
left the room. 

Mrs. Townley stretched her arms towards him 
with a gesture of entreaty, but he took no notice 
of her, As he disappeared through the door her 
arms dropped by her side, and she sank back 
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upon the couch, overcome with shame snd 
humiliation. 


tod rani Cape =< her side in an instant, 
raising toa sitting posture amop 
the cushions, rang the bell. ne . 

The {rish man-servant put his head in at the 


“Send Mrs. West here at once, Mike,” says his 
master, 

“You, sir. Is the Stacy lady fl, masther ! 
She looke bad, poor 

" The lady has Lay lew Mike, 
Go, b4 Mre, West to come.” 

| yoda ‘not fainted, Mr. Lytton, but I am 
stunned with horror at my hueband’s treatment 
and reception. Ob, Heaven ! how shall I get back 
to the hotel f” 

“Not to-night? You cannot, It is just on 
the stroke of one o'clock. Tue cab that brought 
you from the hotel {s gone away. The rain has 
not abated, so it is impossible for you to return 
to the hotel. I will leave you in the hands of 
my housekeeper while I seck Dormer. What does 
he mean by such conduct!” 

“N no! I shall go back to the ‘ Alex- 
andra’ if I can get a conveyance. I shall not 
satay here with m husband ; I shall not return 
to Ferndale with we shall go to my father.” 

" There is some mistake—some misunderstand- 


y 

*' There is not, Mr. Lytton, Dormer Townley 
married me for my wealth, but my father was 
too wise to give age og ey over m' 
taoney or property. cannot touc 
@ penny or a pennysworth belonging to me with- 
out my consent. Mr, Lytton, can you send for 
a cab ae any conveyance to take me to the ‘ Alex- 


Don’t you see? 


“Not until Dormer returns, Surely you are 
not going without seeing Dormer? In fact, you 
are not going at all, my dear Mrs, Townley, My 
house Is very small, and the rooms fitted 
with my art collection Jeaves me but little accom- 
modation for visitors, especially ladies ; but m 
housekeeper is a nice, motherly old soul, who will 
do her best to tmaake you comfortable, What's 
keeping that Mike!” 

He rang the bell as he spoke, and the next 
moment Mike’s white waistcoat and shirt-front 
appeared in the doorway. 

* Oh, Heaven be good to me,Masther Mortimer. 
Juet remimber now, that ye sent me for Mrs. 
West, but I followed Misther Townley upstairs 
to eee if he wanted anything an’ forgot my 
errand.” 

‘« Where is Mr. Townley now?” 

‘In his room, an’ in a terrible passion in- 
tirely.” 

“Go at once and tell Mrs, West to come to 
me here,” 

‘* No, Mr, Lytton, do not send for your house- 
keeper. Do nod trouble ; I shall do very well. I 
shall nob stay one hour under the same roof with 
my husband. You have been most kind to me, 
Mr. Lytton, and I shall never forget you for it,” 
zald the unha py woman, in a q voice, 

“ But, my dear madam——” 

“Oh, do not attempt to stop me, Mr. Lytton! 
Fil go back to the hotel if I have to walk it, 
and to-morrow I shall join my father ab Lea- 
mington,” 

Her fave was pale, her eyes full of the deepest 
sorrow ; her hands trembled, and the jewels on 
her fingers glinted with a strange lustre, 

"YT will ask you to add one more favour to the 
many for which I am already your debtor,” she 
said, lifting her troubled een ta hala face. ‘ Will 
you ‘please send for a cab? Or if you ill accom: 
pany me I shall go on foot.” 

She fastened the silver clasp of her sable frsglie 
as she epoke, snd stocd up, looking a 
little woman indeed as she shook i long 
sealskin uleter with ite deep eable border. She 
wore & hat of dark brown sealekiv, trimmed with 
feathers of the same colour ; two. great diamond 
ma twinkled In her large gold ear-rings, 
Sverything on and about her was rich and costly; 
every detail of her toilet bespoke the wealth of 
the wearer, 

‘* On foot, im weather like this, ab a quarter- 
past one in the morning!” exclaimed her host in 


the greatest astonishment, as he locked down in 
the small, youthful face, and the great, troubled 


eyes. 
Yes, Mr, Lytton, I will go. My maid is at 


up for me,” 
took her thin, white hand in bis, 
looking down with pitying eyes In the pale, 
anxious face, 
os you are determined to go, Mrs. Town- 


Me Yes, Mr, Lytton ; I'll go to papa to-morrow. 
He will know how to settle matters with my 
husband better than I.” 

She seemed able to control her pas- 
sion, though she tried to smile as she arranged 
Ser peat laetinrtan oa ker attiel. tos tader 

“Then I ale order the brougham to be 
brought round sgain,” said Mortimer, and he 
was about to leave the room for that purpose 
when Mre, West, the housekeeper, entered. 

“Ah, Mrs. Weat, I don’t think we shall need 
you now, I wanted to ask you if you could 
manzge to accommodate this lady for the night, 
but she won't stay.” 

‘*Te’s a terrible night to turn out, mum,” eald 
the housekeeper, as she followed her master 
from the room. 

** And now, Mrs, Townley,” sald Mortimer, on 
bis return, “shall. I seek Dormer and ask him 
what he has to say?” 

“ No, no, Mr, Mortimer; you've bad trouble 
enough, and are very kind to offer to take me 
back to the hotel at such an hour.” 

The brougham was soon at the door, and 
Mortimer gave his arm to the ledy and led her 
from the room, 

Marion Townley was very pale and agitated, 
and shivered in her sealskins aud sablex as-she 
passed through the pouring rain to the carriage, 
Mike repeating, sorrowfully,— 

Oh, sich a night, for sich a delicate ty “4 
sich @ night, sich a night!” an he watched 


the brougham driven awsy through the pitchy 
darkness, 





OHAPTER IV, 


Very few words passed between Mortimer 
Lytton and his fair charge during the drive 
from Palgrave-road to the Alexandra 

Arrived ab their destination Mortimer Lytton 
handed the lady out, and led her up the steps 
and along the various corridors to her suite of 
apartments, where he took his leave, promising 
to call the next day. 

Mortimer Lytton went down to his carriage 
and was driven home as fast as iwo Mabie 

bays could take him. The drive through 
the sloppy streete was o dreary one, and 
yong the bijou house in Palgrave-road was 

when the brougham drew up before 

sdish fosuneed gudliionte tate hall door closed 
bebind ‘ise ehutting cut the rain and sleet and 
bitivg blast. He was soon seated by the 
coal fire, smoking s cigarette and mixing 
tumbler of hot negus. 

When he had d of his wine and smoked 
several cigarettes eat in his 
musing, with hig gaze fixed on g ry 
until Mike aroused him from meditations, 
and he went to bed. 

Ateight o'clock next range Leg Mortimer 
Lytton sat down to breakfast His guest 
did not usually at that early hour, me 
allowed himself an hour for breakfast and 


i 


At eleven o'clock he retutned to Palgrave- 
road to prepare for his d visit to Mra, 
Dormer Townley. Mike informed him that Mr. 
Townley had left the house at ten o'clock that 
morning, and had not yet returned, Having 
made some alteration in his toflet he sep out on 
foot for the hotel, 





On reaching the Alexandra he found that Mra, 
 ‘Townley’s name was in the list of departures, 


the hotel. Do not stop me; Jeannette will sit,| Mike. 





Execeedingly annoyed he went on to the ; 
arenes! past with a im, 08 a 

t ’ Wen 
home to Palgrave-road, asus caulines sn 


“ Mr, roar come back, sir,” said the 


w Iudeed 1 Thaok you, Mike.” 
the stairs two at a time the Sevt 


the couch, with the morning paper spread over 
his face, p 


** Dormer |” 
“Hallo!” exclaimed bis quondam guest 
gm Up, 
an 


side, 
host, 


yawn. 
‘What do you mean by that} What's a 
bore +” 

There’s my wife turned up 

°t want her.” 

; you should behave better tc 
her more, Why don’t break 
off with paper pasar |e ssh , when 
you know that Lea dag ye se ater her raise 
an impaseable barrier between yourself and your 
wife? Have you seen Mrs, T 1” he 
asks, with an frown at the map 
who apparently been drinking deeply, as he 
looked quite etupid. 

* Nov since last night; I went to her hotel 
this morning, Intending to give her a piece of 
my mind, but I was too late, She was gone.” 

“ Mrs, Townley has gone back to her father, 
I daresay. She told me last night she would do 
so, I called this morning at the Alexandra, 
Sea the batt lowe. I suppose she has gone to 

tou,” ; 

** By Jove! won’t there be a row with old 
herself, 


him to tip up handsome 

Of course it’s all over now. ‘All 
the world well lost!’ I would not alter it if I 
could, Haw!” 

‘* Fve been mistaken fn you, Townley,” said 
Mortimer Lytton, fiercely. 

“You have? In nr al 3 

"I thought om were a gentleman |’ 

“ Lytton |” and whirled round md- 
i and faced him. “By Jove, Lytton, your 
eyes look dangerous, Don’t look at a fellow 


like thas |” 

Prilhey Siew Tee See mel 
Mortimer bitterly. “ eves 
+ ap emer go her alone at Fern- 


that 
dale all this time ; and she looks upon me as 4 
scoundrel, of course }” 


“She is awfully jealous, and angry. 
Marion is naturally pa I can’t it, and 
T can’t loving Lorrimer, can’t 
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married neither of us objected. I went like 
ee acd es am. Golng 
ton i 


“T cannot go wi 


“SS 08 we 


in at the theatre before 
t if I were in your place 
ey to Leamirgton. 

enough. some explanation, 
never look upon Fioesle Lorrimer’s face 


What ! never see Flossie Lorrimer’s face 


mie a it cP 


" 


tTeao- 


” 


Tux harlequinade had commenced when Mor- 
softly into his box, and 
sat down oppoeite bis friend, 

The house was brilliantly 
Lorrimer, looking lovelier t 
airiest of tollettes, was 
feats of ag before a 


soft, brown eyes shone like dusk stara, and her 
the heart of the rose, were 
parted in s smile of girlish delight, showing the 


The harlequin was tall and slender, and an 


eran oe roe 


> ee 


of @«* 


Re et Oe ei Se Be 


calousy raged 
the fair girl. and thought that 
her if this formidable rival 
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vaulted lightly on his open palm, where she stood 

poised on one foot, 

me palhyrnoe' on her about three feet from 
5 at 3 passed once more 

through his heart ; a! power and feting seamed 

to leave his arm, and it fell helpless to hie side, 


Flosale dropped on her feet on the stage, uttering | 


a little screars, for she was very much frightened 
and shaken. 

Several of the audience i $ a more serlous 
accident had occurred, but the harlequin soon 
récovered himself, as also did Flossie, who now 
leaped on her partner’s open palm, and, poised on 
the toe of one golden. embroidered satin boot, was 
borne round and round in triumph. 





CHAPTER VL 


Tue pantomime is over, and the curtain has 
descended on columbine and harlequin, clown and 
taloon. The lights are nearly ull out ; 
ouse {s nearly empty, and the audience are 
being borne away by the carrfages and cabe wait- 
ing outaide 


In the vestibule a knot of persons still linger, 
them is Dormer Townley. 
hidden by the fur 
of his ulster, which is turned up. 
Je a great favourite with the leading actors 
and the regular habitués of the Frivolity. 

He has just parted with his friend Mortimer 

has gone home in a cab, leaving the 

the disposal of Townley. He has 
ymph, and at last she oppear 

a in a long tight-fitting 
black velvet hat coquettish] 
turned up at the sides and trimmed with black 
feathers and silver fox-fur, Under the preity 
hat the fair girlish face looks bright as a sun- 


“ Ah! my star of the night, how brilliant you 

looking !” said Dormer Towley, as he placed 

one arm around the slender figure, and motion- 

with the other to the coachman, who was 
little distance, 


ing 
walting at a 

‘‘ Mamma has not come for me, Iam so glad. 
It is such a dreadful cold night, and she is so 
delicate. I told her you would be likely to 
drive me home,” sald the girl, as she locked up 
street that in the daytime 


i 
i 


w 6 line of waiting vehicles 
and follows, keeping {t well in view, but never 
upon the former. The soon 
ves the livelier streets behind, and is rattling 
along the lonely roads of West Brompton to 
Larkfield-terrace, where the pretty detached 
villa oceupied by Mrs. Lorrimer and her 
daughter Is situated. 


gaunt skeletons ageinet the leaden sky. 

Larkfield-road the brougham rattles, 

followed by the four wheeler at a cautious and 
ce, 


distan 
The brongham slackens its pace, going up a 
t Incline in the road. 
Jehu on the four-wheeler slackens his 
samy ace Be eel he Se cacdie following 
so lopg, or was o g% an order 
frem hfe fare is aot known, but he sudde: 
began lashing his horse with bis whip uatil 
he goaded him into a sbarp gallop, and paesed 
brougham at a rapid rate, leaving it far 


behind. 
t by Jehu heard a peal of sweet 
& man’a vice ringing. His fare 


the four-wheeler. A few minutes’ 
g brought it to an old-fashioned road- 


5 


dt 


1 
pubiic-house, with a horse-trough and pump 





Bay ot abe Bierce 


The cabman drew up to let hie horse drink, 
and his fare opened jhe door and gob out—a 
female figure. But the right was too dark for 
the sharpest eyes to be able to define that form 
so closely muffled in dark wraps. This 
mystericus person stepped close to the cab- 
driver, and said » few words to him in a low 
whisper, then stepped on the pavement, and 
passed quickly up the road. 

The driver turned his horee’s head towards 
tows, Again he lashed the beast into a gallop, 
and passed the still slowly moving brougham. 

On, on, under the pale, dim stare and biack, 
lowering sky, walked the mvuffied figure, She 
seemed to know the way well. She paused at 
last before a detached villa enclosed by a low 
wall overgrown by evergreens. 

An iron gate admitted the virkitor to the 

front garden, A gravel walk led to the door, 
which was sheltered by & large wooden porch 
that in summer time was covered with a tangle 
of roses, and creepers, and trailing greenery, 
but which now hung about in wild disorder—a 
mass of bare, leafless tend: ils, covered with hoar 
frost. 
On either cide of the porch were seats, cach 
capable of holding three people. It was in- 
tensely dark, as there was no lamp or viber 
light, 

For two minutes the dark figure stood atill 
regarding this house; nob a gieam of Jight was 
visible in any of the windows, not a sign of /ife 
visible in or about the place. 

At last the silence was broken by the sound 
of wheels coming slowly up the road. The 
dark figure darted to the iron gate, turned the 
handle, softly entered, and closed the gate 
noiselessly, then ran nimbly along the gravel 
walk, and disappeared within the porch, but did 
not ring or knock. 

The sound of approaching wheels drew nearer 
and nearer. At last the brougham stopped at 
the gate, and the watcher huddied up on the 
seat in the porch could hear two people get oud; 
then the gate opened, and two people advanced 
slowly up the path, 

‘*Do not come any farther, dear! Mamma 
may come to the door when I ring, and she will 
be angry with me for being so thoughtless, Say 
good-night here.” 

“Oh, Flossie— Flossie! my darling — my 
darling | how obdurate you are!” asys Dormer 
Townley, in an impassioned tone. 

“Ah! you are again forgetting that you are 
& married man,” laughed the girl, ‘' Your wife 
will find it out one of these days, then you'll 
sce how unpleasant everything will be.” 

“* Not if you will be advised, and consent to 
leave England with me, darling !” 

“T cannot listen to this, Mr. Townley. Good- 
night |” 

She held out her hand to him. 

“ Good-night, darling! Good-night, until to- 


morrow |” 
“ Enough, Mr. Townley! Good-night!” 
her hand forcibly from his 


She withdrew 
ey age retreated a step backward. He lifted 
bis with one hand as he opened the gate 
with the other. 

She stood and watched him go out and enter 
the brougham, and the coachman turn the 
horses’ heads towards London; she stood a 
moment listening to the receding carriage- 
wheels; then she turned, and entered the 

ch, 


Pshe was fesling in the eb of her long seal- 
skin jacket for her latch-key when a hand came 
heavily down yor her shoulder, while another 
hand clutched throat, and she was swung 
round and flung on the seat, choking and almost 
atunned, 

She conld see the outline of a dark figure be- 
ween her and the pale stars thab shone in the 
se January sky, 

& She tried to cry out, but could not, the grip 
on her throat was so tight, the assault bad been 
a0 sudden. > 

She thought of the bell, but she could not 
reach It, / 

“You are the Columbine Olymph, of the 
Frivolity !”’ hissed a voice in her ears, 





She tried to rise, but the hand on her throat 
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x. Dg 
als ag to her she ma my Pee 
her asesilant.cn one elde, relieved her aareat 
from. that iron grip,.and held thedark figure a» 
arme’ length, 

~“ Who.are you who dare attack me in this 
cowardly: manner?” 

She:tried to reach ihe pet rage but her 

versary stood between her and the door. 

“Stand aside, and.let..me .ring..that bell! 
How dare. _you |. You. are. woman 1..:This is 
@ woman’s.armiI shold ! ..Get away!” and she 
fiung the woman away from her, and again tried 
to ring the bell. 

Bat her-eyemy was too.quick for her... The 
thin fingers few once more to.ber throat, elutch- 
ing her with thai des deadly aay till she felt her- 


self choking, and her eyes ready to start from 
their sockets, 


“Ty am ——-, 
a namein a i eee: 


ieee twith 
terror, 


Her assailant: closed . with her, but the. gitl 
east. her. off, 

i‘ Ob, mother! Hannah! Mercy 4. Marder!” 

The volee was low and es: and rene 
acarcely' be heard by anybody wi 

With the »last cry Mordor 1” Flossie had 
fallen; . ber enemy with her, bat. the 


long j. 
fiogers:. still retained. their. fatal, erip on. the 


alender-white: throat. 

A. terrible struggle for the meatery followed 
the fallof the two women. The girl on the mat 
fought avd rolled, aad turned and iwieted,, Her 
snemy, knéoling beside her, never relaxed: her 
grip, 


Ab last the fierce struggle abates, the convul- 


slons are over ; Fiessie Lorrimer lies still 
mat in the oN pee with that . horrible 
‘znesling beside her. 

" Ay, die. with hie kisses on your lips! 
avenged |” 

The figure rose from its knees and opupned the 
body of the murderéd gtr} wich. ite ‘foot’; then 
fled fromthe spot. down the gravel walk to the 
gate just as a cab, having set down a fare at-the 
‘grte drové away. 

A woman entersand the dark tizure moves to 


one side to let her pass, but the new-comer Is tall |: 


aud strong, ‘and 
shoulder, : 

*“ Who are you, end what do you want here?” 
she demanded, in an imperious tone, 

No answer. 

“Do you hear me? Who are you! What did 
you want fo that house {" 

“T came to see Miss Lorrimer home,” came 
in a eubdued voice. - 

**t don’t believe you--I don’t believe you ! 
You are here for no good,’ My Flossie doesn’t 
know you. Where fs shet Flossie, Fiossie,; 
darling ! Where is she” continted the woman,, 
ug be her tog 8 fierce shake that caused her 

at to fall 

The sige wet very dark, but the new-comer 
could'see that the intruder was a woman, with & 
very White facé and very light hair, 

** Well, [don’t think you are takiog anything 
away, 80 I shall let you off. But; remember, I 
ehsll know you sgain among athbusand, Go!” 

The intruder, wio was replaciig ‘her hat upon 
her head, did not reply. t 

The other woman opened the gate and held it, 
while the dark form flitted out into the night; 
theo, slamming the gate, she walked briskly up 
the path, entered the porch, and stumbled against 
the prostrate form of Flossie Lorrimer, 

U cteziag-a loud cry, she laid her hand on the 
bell-handle and rang a violent and prolonged 
peal, 

"Open the door, Hannah; there’s been wome 
foul .play, and you have not attempted to see 
what's the matter.” 

There was the sound of slippered fest within 
—thé removal of a chain, the withdrawal of a 


she clutches the other by ‘the 


‘the nian. 
-business.” 





bolt, and the doot dpedieds, ‘and the-poor, terrified 
face of an old woman 

She held a lighted candle “in-a brass candle- 
stick, and the fi ‘Nght Yell with” W sickly | aseom’ 
glare on the lifeteds: form on thie mat. 

iy, mercy on my soul! Ie she murdered, 
or what’ is thé matter 1°" 

She feli on her knees beside the body. She 
tore the furs away from the neck of the murdered 
girl, unfastened the stalekia jacket, revealing the 

Gloire de de Dijon, crushed and faded on the ua- 
esr! bosom. 

She looked upon the face where the grey 
shadow of death had replaced the delicate peach 
bloom, that looked so lovely one short “hour 
before. 

With a shriek of madness the woman sprang 
to od = and ran down the garden walk 


ce Meee ba Police ! Pollee! Marder |. Stop 

Then, round the neighbourhood. windows were 
palled up and windows were pulled down, and 
night- bende énd bedroom candles 
were held forth tend cacknoes, Velie Mare 
ira pai ight, be rus 

f of t tha & may, the foremost of w 04 

foe Lorrimer in a dead faint on the gravel : 
Ww i 


~ 


OHAPTER VII 
By_nine o'clock the next morning all London 
fsa ils of the horrible murder at No. 1, Lark-, 


__ Those who had been at the theatre the night: 
spoke rapiuroudly of Flossie Lorrimer’s’ 
on that occasion, She had never 


pepenrapes 
ed so lovely, she had never been in such high 


spirits, she had never sung. so sweetly, she had 


never danced #0 . ney. She had surpassed 
herself In ¢ 


Mortim. gp. rahy sat down to breakfast at 


|| eight o'clock, and was in the act of chipping an 
T am, 


when somebody knocked at the door, . Then 
handle was turned, and Mike appeared on 
the threehold, 


Masther, xssther,, ye hear” ‘ot the 
murder | a 4a 


“What murder, ihe”. y inquired Mortimer, 
as he, went on pteparing the egg, nob appearing 
tented hur at the Frivoll 

"Why, that purty graytt wr at.the Privollty 
was murdered last night, sir. 

What?’ - 

Mortimer. Lytton was nob a demonstrative 
man, He ress slowly from the breakfast-table, 
staring a6 his servant's face In blank horror and 
am? zement, 

* Who has been murdered ?” 

‘*Mias Olymphb, the young lady in the.panto- 
mime,’ auewered Mike, : 

* How do you know this?” 

The milkman, and the age a told me,” 

* And how-did they learn 

“The milkman comes ffdm the next street to 
Larkfield-road, and he was telifng the p'liceman, 
and they were both talking about it whin I was 
beating the mats this mornin’, and they tould 
me-———” 


“Good Heaven ! It cannot be.” 

“ An’ they say thats swell took her home in 
his carriage an’ murdhered her at ber own door,” 
added Mike. 

“What?” shouted Mortimer, turning on Mike 
with a face crimson with fury, 

“ Bogone, sir,” he erled stamping bis foot at 
*Bagone, and attend to your own 


‘* Shure I'm telling the thruth, sir,” grumbled 
Mike, retreating from the scene. 

His master crossed the room, and slammed 
the door behind him, 

"Good Heaven! what does he meant 
Marcered | —: There is some mis- 
take }’’ 

He o ‘the door, passed into the hall, 
se'zad his hat and overcoat, and, having + them 
on, went out banging the door behind ; then 
walked down the road, hailed a cab, promising 





double fare to be driven to’ Lavkfield'foud in the 
shortest ble time, 

As he drew nearthe house the large crowd 

aseombled outside convineed him that there mu:t 

‘be some’ truth ‘in “Mike’s report.’ ‘The crowd 
made way for him, thinkiog he ‘was wome friend 
of the dead girl's.” ~ 

He ravg the bell, and was admitted by oid 
Hannah, 


* Can T see Mrs. Lorrimer } ” ‘he inquired. 

wine to atep this way, Who shall I say, 

He took a card from his b ote pocket, and 

undernesth hfs “Mr, Townley’s 

him into ® small = oo oo 
A t 

After the sah orgy a tainutes lime, thin 


sit down, but supported herself in & leaning 
position against the table. 
Though Mr. Dormer Townley had been a con- 
} stant visitor at the house in Larkfield-road, Mor- 
timer Lytton had never beén there before ; and 
though he knew Mrs, Lorrimer by sight, he had 
never been introduced to her. He ore felt 
rather embarrassed when the lady entered the 
sooty Bat shs adorn tet him” at his ease by hold- 
pg out her hand, with,— , 
"4. nf do whan act Re do, Mr. Lytton t”" 
the honour of knowing Miss 


iva ‘Indeed, that young lady and I were 


very fast friends. I have called morning in 
consequence of certain sad oer o that have reached 
me, and which I trast are nob true,” 

“And what does rumour say, Mr, Lytton }” 

‘That there has he:n a terrible crime com- 
mitted last night.” 
sesh thai - has been a terrible crime committed 

+ night.” 

ys And fa ib possible that the victim was——” 

“My darling Flossie!” sobbed Mrs, Lorri- 
mer, covering her poor, white “face ‘with her 
thin hands. 

“Ie it true that she was ——” 

" Murdered {” 


© Good Heaven! How 1—fer Heaven's sake ~ 
—howt” a 

‘Strangled 

“ Strangled tl” 

«T towed har dad Gn hah fib pre: 
& quarter to one this morning.” 

‘‘ And spspicion polats to my friend ‘Town- 

} 
say Lorrimer removed her hands from her 
eyes, and looked straight in her visitor's face. 

a ee homed ed os yoor friend is fnno- 
cent of all knowledge of crime. “My darling 
was slain by the hand of « women.” 

“ Mrs, Lorrimer——” ™ 

* Tt is true, er as the nfhit-wae I dtsaght 
sight of her face, and I showld know ft again 
sang, S a thousand. I expect Mr. Townley to 

He will have to attend the fnquest. I 
Sellave he was the last who saw’ her alive.’’ 
“He waa aslee ee ee and I dare- 


in happy jerorance of this 
say,” wa 


ys Mortimer Lytton 
I sould b be spared any further discus- 
#Hon of this horrible subject. Last night's work 
has left mo to-day a childless woman—withont a 
friend In the world!” 


—_———— 


OHAPTER VIII. 


Mortncer Lyrtow teturned to Palgrave road, 
to sce his friend Dormer Townley seated fc ® 
softty-cushioned chair, with his feet in Berlin 
wool slippers, on the mantelpiece. 

The opening of the door roused him, 

“ Hallo, ald fellow !—where have ‘you been 1” 

He turned round to look in his friend's face, 
and was startled by its expression, 

* Really, now, Lytton, you shouldn’t frighten 
a fellow like that, Whatever is the matter ! 

“There Is something very shocking the mai- 
ter, but you must not agitate or upre yourself. 
There hat been an accident—a shocking xcciden', 
Townley.” 
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~ Aw—rallway or coal mine—whatever it may 
it cannot affeet you or me.” 

“ Tt is not a railway or a colliery accident, and 

it affects all who were ever interested in poor litule 

— Lorrimer,” answered Mortimer Lytton, 


* af at shouts Dormer Townley, oartiog $ to 


his feet, 

 Fioasie Lorrimer. 

“Bat why rT fellow like this? Why 
don’t you. tell a w what it is}. Has any. 
accident Flossy }” 


“y, a 
«By Jove vay oo Where? 1 saw her 


home last night, and left ner standing in the 
garden, I shut Ven anie wee 

“And after you left her sae was re by 
somebody who must have been waltiv 

“ And is she injured ?”.. 


“Dead impose ” 

“ There is nothing impossible.” 

“ Flossie Lorrimer dead? Olymph dead?” 

* Yes, her mother found, her lying fn the pares, 
strangled, at a quarter to, one this m 

“It wanted twenty minutes to oze when. I 
returned to the » L looked at my 


we as I sad do Dormer Townley, as 
prt hello a the eal, with his hands 
ae 
He: shod POE holding his hands 
to bis 4 and staring wildly about bim—he 
did not seem to understand another word that 
was addressed to, him... He passively submitted 
to be led to his room. .. 
For. three day be lay i & \semi-conselous 
efforts to rouse him, Oa the 
third day he was better, sree ” not at 
once remember the terrible of the last, 
few days. In the the alg sey aie {acident 
came back to oe begged to be left 


a 


—_ , 
: a during the 
roamisde er Aa vipa et ii Miter) Oe‘ 


tears—tears that brought relief. Next morn- 


ing he insisted upon going-to Larkfield-villa to 
lok for tho lt ne ou he loved ao 
we pani 5 tate 

No thought of bis wronged wife or broken 


vows disturbed his conscience, | Mor! told 
him the inquest mae pa: be that ay, 


B 


we fag? 

" ib, raoaned 
an he ouabaa | brougham in whieh 
he took Flossie for the last.-time on the 
night of her 


The fros Sth meine and when 
they arrived in the Larkfield-road he looked and 
felt better, 

The two men wore received by Mrs. Lorrimer 
with her usual melancholy sir. Having learned 
the object of their vieit he burst jate tears, pro- 
tr pa could 5° eo the geet Shans her 

ria b sulmmo' Hannah, 

ging ‘er th key of the roam the two 
Ss followed that .sour- d domestic up- 


pcm first-floor ; and having yolocked a 








with an awful terror at sight of that Inasimate 
plece of clay, that had been eo lovely, so full of 
life—tbe bloom gone from the cheeks, the lustre 
from the eyes. 

The body was shrouded in white, with the 
awfal marks about the throat carefully hid away 
under delicate lace. 

Dormer’s dead roses were laid on the cold 
bozom. 

Hannah seeing the imprescion made upon 
Dormer, quietly drew the pall over the dead 
face and turned the gas down. 

"You wil be late for the fnquest, sir. Toey 
eat yesterday, and came here to see the body, 
but they had to adjourn, as they heard you would 
be able to appear and give evidence to-day,” said 
‘Hannah, addressing Dormer Townley. 

On goiog downstairs they found Mrs. Lorrimer 
waltidg for them and ready-dreased to go to the 
inquest. Layiog her haud on Dormer’s arm, 


" Mr, Townley, a8; you were such a dear 
fciend of my poorgiri’s, there is eomething I 
want to teli,you that"I hevyér mentioned to a 
living being, hot even to poor Fiovsic, or the 
coroner's jury yesterday. The girl'thab I brought 
up and loved was no child of mine)” 

**Nov your child !”-exclaimed both men to- 

ther, 

**No; she was the child’ of my young mis- 
tress ; I was ber nuree. My young lady had gone 
to Constantinople shortly after her marriage, 
nae being an attaché ab the British, 

En 

wACtor. the birth of her baby her health de- 
ra modi The doctora advised her bo return 

or a short time, as nothing bat her 
akon air ree ent benefit _her health, 

** As [had accémpanied my mistress to Con- 
stantinople so I returned with her to England, 
My master aleo returned with uz, 

‘There were three other eervants besides me. 
We travelled overland San slow stages to France, 
where we sores af In crossing trom 

bp 2p ge fog wrapped us in sei- 
Gerkaten mea about midway across, which caused 
the boat to come in collision wish a large American 
Liner which was soon lost in the fog, leaving ue 
to our fate, 

"Oar vessel was doomed, The captain had 
the boats lowered, I had the baby, and my 
master su ae Apso ne moistress, who was qaite 
helpless with the shock and terror, 1 waseeized 
by some sailors and lowered into one of the boats 
with the baby in my armas, but before my master 
and mistress could be let down the rope siiapped 
nt the boat was tossed sway from the sinking 


ve 
** The last I saw of the cbild’s parents was my 
lady faintiog In her husband's arms on the deck 
of the doomed ship. Oar boat was tossed about 
‘for some hours, bat as the fog cleared a fierce 
blew, and we were tossed on the beach of a 
art of the Sussex coast. We were picked 
up and taken to an omit where I lay six 


Me Rags Mase gi and well-cared for. The 
Sr pet endaecin thn the child was my own, and I 
3 tamer boot Yon Sete 





burst Into a passion of tears, sobbing con- 
vulsively, 

“Ts your real name Lorrimer!” asks Mor- 
timer Lytton, being unable to speak with 
emotion,” 

"Yes. My dear girl always bore my name.’ 

* You have not told us her father’s name.’ 

“His name was Chesney—Sir John Cheency, 
She was baptised Florence Lilian Chesney.” 

“ And Sir John Chesney was her father 1” 

“Yes. It was wrong of me to conceal her 
existence from her kindred, but-—-—-” 

“Tb was a crime punishable by law. You have 
cheated the poor child out of her birthright. 
Instead of lying foully murdered to-day she 
would be the taberltor of her father’s name and 
fortune, But perhaps her parents are not dead 
after all,” 

“TI belleve. they are,” cried the- miserable 
woman, between her sobs, ‘Oh, pray epare'me, 
end do nob mention this at the inquest, It wilt 
do no good.” 

“We will let ft rest. Wor relatives, if she 
has any, believe her dead, as wel! as her pareute. 
But it was very wicked of you, Mrs, Lortimer,’’ 
said Dormer Townley, very gravely. 

Mortimer offered the lady «seat in the 
brougham, and they drove to thd tavern where 
the inquest was held. Mrs. Lorimer had to 
repeat the evidence of the previous day, and was 
cross-examited ab some length, which made her 
very wrathfal, 

The coachman testified to driving Mr, ‘fown- 
ley and Miss Lorrimer to Larkfield-viila, de- 
sciibing the parting between the gentleman and 
lady loside the garden-gate, sad the gentleman's 
return to the brougham at twesty minutes to 
one o’clock ; that Mr. Townley bad been drink- 
ing rather freely, and was elpgiog during the 
drive to Palgrave-road. 

Dormer gave his evidence in a subdued voice, 
very gravely detailing the ¢ventd of that fathl 
night, from the time they lefs the Fiivolity to 
the moment he lefb Floveis hissing her band to 
bim ia the garded. ‘Mortimer Lytton also told 
slihe knew of the affeir. So the ioquest whs 
over, and the coroner said there was no clear 
case against anyone, except the woman Mrs 
Lorrimer met inside the gate ou the night ot 
the murder, if she could be found, The 
witnesses would have to appear in the police- 
court on the following day, when the case would 
be brought before’the magistrate, 


The polive had no farther evidence bo producs~ 


on that occasion, Ths jury gave a verdict of 
” bet murder against some person or persons 


Siveer Townley ordered posters to be 
priated, offering five hundred pounds reward 
for the apprehension of the murderer, There 
was also a Government reward of two hundred 
pounds, 

Oa the day of the funeral he was much de- 
pressed ; he had looked for the last time on the 
loved face, and the sight had wrung his heart. 
She waz .so awfully 

"I wish I had not looked on ber face to- 
day!” he said to his friend. “I had hoped to 
retain the memory of her sweet face, io all its 
fresh’ young beauty, all my life. Poor Fioss }" 

The mourners were Mrs. Lorrimer, Dormer 
na | enti avd Mortimer Lytton, Nearly the 


; 


‘| entize company from the Frivolity attended, and 


tatives from other theatres and music-- 

halls, The coffin was covered with beautiful’ 
and costly wreaths and bouquets. 

A long. procession followed the foneral: from 

Larkfield-road to Brompton. Cemetery, where- 


3 Genes ange columbine were to rhe, 


When the coffin was lowered into the grave, 
wich Ita pi‘e of flowers as white as the enow- 
arifsa that covered the ground, Mrs. Lortimer 
and costo Lytton drew Dormer away before 
the first red earth was thrown among ‘the 
flowers.: When, the. grave wae. nearly filled the 
two friends came back and remained until the 
men laid down thelr spades. 

Mrs. Lorrimer was in the Senbio tach 
before them. The two friends got In aud were 
driven back to Larkfield-road, when Dormer 
Townley told Mrs. Lorrimer that’ as ake had 
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been euch a kind mother to poor Fiossle, and 
was rendered destitute by her untimely death, 
he would do something for her that would place 
her above wani. He would invest two thousand 
nds In her name, and she would recelve the 
terest at five per cent. while she lived. He 
was about to leave Eogland for an indefinite 
period, but he would first order a white marble 
memorial to mark the last resting-place of 
Olymph the Columbine. 





CHAPTER IX. 


A rew weeks had passed since the remains of | face. 


fair. Frossie were laid ia the grave. Dormer 
Townley had departed from the bijou house 
ia Palgrave-road, and from London altogether. 
Mortimer Lytton was eistiag over a late break- 
= when there was a iiog at the front-door 

* Who can it be?” thought Mortimer Lytton, 
as he held the damp morning paper before the 
blazing fire to alr, But the next moment Mike's 
tap was heard at the door, and then his curly 
head was pushed inside, 

** Misthress Lorrimer, sir.” 

** Ob, show the lady in, Mike.” 

“ Faith | it’s meself needn’s trouble to show the 
lady is. She’s showin’ herself in, yer’ ’oner.” 

Mike disliked Mrs. Lorrimer, and he made no 
attempt to conceal it. 

“How do you do, Mr. Lytton?” sald the lady, 
as she entered the room, sweeping aside her 

covered skirt as she seated herself on the 


o) Mortimer Lytton placed for ber. Her thin, 


white face looked thinner and whiter by contrast 


-with her deep mournlag-dress and bonnet. 


* Ah! Mrs. Lorrimer, I am glad to see you 
looking better.” 
“I thought I would like to call before leaving 


“London to attend upon Lady Gore-Lumley.” 


“Oh! you are going to Sandymount? You 
have decided upon taking that eltuation 1” 

“Yes, Sir Willism has highly recommended 
me to her ladyship’s. husband as a competent 
person to wait upon his delicate young wife; 
and what Dr, Clarkson says is law.” 

“T hope ib will sult you, and I am sure that 
‘Mr. Townley wil! be p'eased to hear that you 
are comfortable,” 

** Have you heard from Mr. Townley lately ?” 

asked, with a careless air, 

‘* Kbout s fortnight ago I had a from 
Paria. » He is very uncertala in his movemente,” 

“Does Mca. Townley accompany her hus- 
band? "she asked. 

** No.” 

The answer was given snapplshly, as though 
the question annoyed him . 

“ Will you answer me a question, Mr, L t 


“You have seen Mra. Dormer Townley. she 
~dark or fair?” persists the lady. 


ee a Lytton locked up and , oe ae 
‘woman's grey fixed upon cy 
that dlscoscested hi 


y. 

“QOae question more, Mr. Lytton, and I have 
done, Have you ever seen a ring like this 
before ¢” 

Drawing her left hand from her muff, she held 
ib towards him. Ona the third finger, and over 
her black kid glove, he saw a curious ring of old 
yellow gold. As he bent eagefly forward to 
examine {t the lustre of the gems dazzled him, 

The centre was « small Maltese cross of 
rubies, sep In a double row of small diamon 
The blaze of the rubles and the scintillating 
lustre of the diamonds biended Iu a weird, 
7 nang glitter in the dull light of the January 

ey. 

At sight of the ring Mortimer Lytton gavea 
start of surprise; then, as his eyes became 
accustomed to ite brililaney, ft occurred to him 
that he had seen the costly gem before, but 
where he could not remember, 

* Yes, I have seen that ring before, or one 
— ib,” he sald, after a lapse of a few 


seconds, 
** Where?” 


“JT ‘cannot remember. Is it your own, 
madam 1" 

“No. How should I become of such 
a gem! I found ft, but I have a clue to the 
owner.” 

"Ob, indeed { The owner will be very pleased 
to get It back. Have you advertieed for the 
owner ?” 

“ Oh, no,” 

The lady uttered the last two words with a 
— that did not escape her companion’s 
ny 

“Well, Iam sure I have seen that ring be- 
fore, but I cannot recall the time or piace.” 

The peculiar smile still lingers on the lady's 


** You will remember !” she said, rising. 

** Are you going, Mrs. Lorrimer 1” 

"You. I shall resch Sandymount at eleven 
to night.” 

“Then I shall explain to Mr. Townley when 
I write. I shall always be pleased to hear from 
you, and so will he for poor Floasie’s sake.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Lytton! I shall let you 
know how I like my new home, as I cannot com- 
municate with Mr. Townley while he Is travel- 
ling. Good-bye!” 


os 


CHAPTER X. 


Mort than two years have passed since the 
young columbine of the Frivolity was foully 
murdered on the threshold of the lonely hous; 
in the Larkfield-road ; and though the reward 
has been doubled by order of Dormer Townley, 
the perpetrator of the foul deed has not been 
brought to justice. 

The scene is changed from the wintry gloom 
of the London suburb to the wide expanse of 
the breezy Sussex downs in all thelr sammer 
glory. 

There is an unfrequented stretch of wooded 
rock, where the trees and grass grow tall and 
rank, and the pathless tracks of underwood 
flourish undleturbed., 


Ta this unpro epot an old uaintance 
of the reader's lost way on a hot July day. 
He has been balf-an-hour trying in vain to re- 


gain the high road, from which he deviated in 
search of sport, fowling-piece in hand. 

He is seaking a short cut to the house of a 
gentleman io the neighbourhood, where he had 
been staying a few days. 


(Continued on page 232.) 








Extract from Chapter XL. of a Stanparp Boor 
roR Morners, by Mrs Hevay Kovc Parks, 
Morecroft House, Malvern Link, Worcseter- 
shire :— 

“To all cases such as these Vogeler’s Curative 
* Com will effect a speedy and permanent 
it be within the power of medicine bo 
“cope with the disease, have carefully ex- 
“amined this remarkable Compoun J, and tested 
" its efficacy in several severe cases, and I can bear 
" personal testimony to ite morits as a thoroughly 
“safe and reliable remedy, and although I am 
; propery rn larg agg thy 
‘i mi as 8 » yet 
a" I would be wanting in my duty if T falled 
“to connsel my readers to give it a fair trial, 
“ being fully persuaded that their experience 
“tend to confirm the very bigh opin'’on [ have 
“formed regarding it. I shall only add that if 
“ circumstances compelled me to sesk the ald of 
" medicine ia stomach complaint and allied afl- 
“ ments, Vogeler’s Curative Compound fe the 
“ medicine to which I should pin my faith.” 

This marvellous remedy, the end of the cen- 
tury wonder, Is made from the formula of one 
of the greatest Il physicians, now In active 

tice fa the West End of London, and fs sold 

all reliable mediciae dealers throughout the 
country in ls. 1}4, and 2+ 64. sizes, Itis the 
remedy of its kind that cau claim to be 


from a physicisn’s formula and Ic safe, sure 


and never in cases.of Indigestion, Consti- 
pation, Sick Nervousness, and ail Liver, 





Kidney, acd Stomach di 
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CHAPTER X.—(continued ) 


Pzrrxct silence followed, until ab Westbourne 
Park, while the ticket-collectors were going their 
round, Mrs. Dell once more raised the handker. 


chief over the "s face. She still slept on ; 
no change was visible on her calm features. 
“IT am very ” breathed Mrs. Dell, 


Mrs, Dell seemed 
. does a it deal, but just now 
she fs under the uence of an oplate which 


I should never have got her away without.” 
“Lucy,” thoughtfully; “it {6 a pretty 

name |” 
“Lucy Dell. “Poor child! afflicted as she fs, 

ee ee 


stay in town, Mrs. Dell!” 
She shru wp. Soe Sart 


ugged her 
“ pay? I know the doetor’s verdicb on my 
chfid, It msybeI shall have to go home alone. 
All my friends warn me it be better for 
Lucy to be in an asylum.” 

The Duke of Portsea shuddered. 

“She is to» young and fragile for that. 
Madam, take an old man’s sdvice, and keep your 
child with you. No care and medical skill sur- 
a mother’s love,” 

he 
«J wish I were free to follow your advice.” 
“ And are you not?” 
"TI told you I am ‘a widow.” 
* Which surely leaves you freer.” 
"No. There are rela’ on the father’s side 


" Cleave Foster isa first-rate man for anything 
mental.” 


She shook her head, 

“The choice will not reat with me.” 
“ With whom, then?” 

tt Her 7 ” 


“A wha I have telegraphed f 
"At ve ap lor & 
suite of rooms. My maid has gone on already 


to for us.” 
Portsea niade an offer, 
one of his rank and dignity, 


Duchess ‘ 
would do her best to be a help and a consolation 


to ” 
fara Dal clasped her bants, te though in the 
most fervent gratitude. cb 
"TI should be too thankful, your Grace,” she 
said, an: “If you knew how I have 
dreaded journey, how I shrink from its 
object, you would anderstand what {t wiil be to 
the ot 


London to see 4 

woman's friendly face |” 
“Tam sure my wife will be » comfort to you. 
Duchess has a knack of winning people's 
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“Teoan’t thank you enough, your 
a widow's prayers will surely y 
God of the fatherless will reward you 
kindness aud 


rf 
ae 


“Tub, tut!” sald the Duke, pleasantly ; “ it’s 
oma : Mrs, Dell, and a real pleasure to 
assure 
aware Bowe. ph nA slowly into the ter- 
minus now, and still that figure In 
the corner had given no slgus of life, 
Duke begged Mrs, Dell to command his 


she could manage very well. 
But his Grace 

specially 80 where women were concerned. 
would not leave her until he had 

fortable cab brought, with the lu 
top; then he assisted the porter 
helpless burden and lay it on the sea 

; this done, he 
token of respect, and sald, 


ham moet ikely to 
“Why, I mi 
Dell’s disposal,’’ muttered, regretfully, as he 
took his seat in his own carriage, and his foot- 
man waited on him with assiduous care. “ What 
an idiot I was! It actually never struck me, 
till I saw James, that Muriel would have sent,” 
He called her Muriel still in his 
though to the outer world she was her Grace the 
Duchess of Portes. 
It was late when he reached Bruion-street, but 


His wife bent and kissed him as he sat, theirs 
was a very true and real unfon, While she had 
her husband and son 


driver orders to take her to the ‘Iangham 
Hotel,’ 


“It was on Wednesday evening soon after nine 
at the Paddington Station.” 
he seats every poasite lnguiy, bot be sould onl 
every uiry, but he could only 
return to her A sap with the same anzwer,— 
“ Mrs, Dell waz not at the Langham, nor was 
she expected there !|"’ 


CHAPTER XL 


Faipay is generally deemed an unlucky day. 
are many of us who would acorn to be 
called superstitious who yet shrink from com- 
meocing any new undertaking on that day of the 


But Herbert Lord Asherton was quite free 

sejola Bird oe gerd pon rye Wey . 
eat earliest an 

Friday being the first day by which he could 

leave London he accordingly fixed on Friday. 

He called in Bruton-street the nicht before bis 
departure, and both the Dake and Dachess were 
struck with the brightness of hie face. Never 
sluce his boyhood had they seen him so joyous 
and free from care, He discussed Portaea Abbey 
with them, showing an interest {n the old place 
which delighted ; and when his mother 

him for not accompanying them he 
lav , and said she would tell him to stay away 
it kuew his temptation. 

* Bat you will come soon?” pleaded her Grace, 
who, mother-like, could not enjoy any home, 
however splendid, without her boy. 

‘In the autumn,” returned Herbert, with a 
smile. ‘ When I have transacted the business 1 
have in hand we strail be very pleased to come to 
Portses if you invite us,”’ 

**Wel” repeated the Duke, incredulously, 
** Has it come to that, Herbert 1” 

“Yes,” returned his son, with a gieam of 
happiness in hie dark eyes, ‘‘ You can’t elther 
of you reproach me, for you know you have 
advised me to marry more than twenty times.” 

Both his ts made a strange mistake. 

the “business” alluded to to 
raecan & proposal. They little imagined that was 
over; and when Herbert spoke of “us’’ he 
meant by Ohristmas he should have a wife, not 


me Whe’ te abe 
a Is she, Bertie?” aaked his mother. 
* Have we ever seen her }” 

“Remember, my boy, you are the last of our 
name,” sald the Duke, gravely ; ‘' make a pra- 
dent. choice.’”’ 

Herbert smiled. 

“ Pray did you think of prudence when you 


Then his tone changed. 

“I have: followed your example, father, and 
fallen in love, My little girl fs fair enough for a 
princess, but I don’t think I ever troubled about 
that. All I required was that, like yours, my 

IE atles eeutlensdiosek aevecepen ties 

zen q ons wo upon t 
Herbert would not answer them. She was an 
orphan of tle birth, penniless and beautiful ; 
that was all the description he vouchsafed of bis 
bride, and the Duke and Duchess had to be 
content, 

"So that he fs happy,” thought the mother, 
“ what matters rank aud fortune |” 

" Herbert fe as proud as I am,” thought the 
father; “I need not fear him. He could not 
love a woman unfit to bear his name.” 

going to Bruton-street Lord 
Paganini tiny note of three lines into 
the nearest - box, 


Famer yee Sareonige 4 ab eight o'clock, 
ab our old trysting-place. Twelve houre siter 
you receive this—we shall be together, free to 
‘plan out our future,—Yours till death, 


‘* Herpxrr,” 


Not by bis title would he sign that letter—he 
really did not know if had even heard of 





his new honours—but himself to her by 
hia simple baptismal nawe, Herbert. 


Fortune did not favour the lover-—-that part of 
fortune, at any rate, of which the elements are 
symbolical-—for a more wretched day has seldom 
dawn than that appointed for Lord Asherton’s 
journey. 

Honestly, save for the budding trees, {tb was 
more like November than May. The sky was 
one leaden grey, unrelieved even by » sbreak of 
blue ; the rain fell {n torrents, no mere eummer 
showers, but a steady, drenching downpour, The 
east wind blew chill and cold—in fact, it was a 
day when one felb unconsciously depressed with- 
out knowing why ; and you wanted a very strong 
sense of inward happiness to help you to bear 
cheerfully the desolate aspect of the outer world. 

Lord Asberton had the inward happiness right 
enough, but still the state of the elements filled 
him with dismay, 

He had parted from Lord Devereux on such 
terme that [t was impossible he could enter 
Field Royal as bis guest, He could not throw 
himself upon the compassion of the Countess, 
and expect her to sympathise with his love 
affairs, because he was perfectly aware Lady 
Desmond desired him for a son-in-law, No. 
Clearly his courtship must perforce be carried on 
in the open air ; and fondly as he looked forward 
to meeting his Dolly he could not wish her to 
expose herself to the fury of such a storm, Cer- 
tainly fate was egainet him ! 

But things seemed a little better when he was 
actually in Northshire, He put up at the 
Devereux Arms, and by the time he had dined 
and smoked « cigar the weather seemed to have 
improved, It was still far from propitlous— 
damp and muddy under foot, the wiad as cold and 
high as ever, but the actus! raio had censed, 
Waraly wrapped up Dolly might venture down to 
| the river bank without any great deoger to ber 
| health, 

He was there before eight had began to chime, 
there at the spot where he had first told her of 
his love, there where he had first claimed her 
for his own, and struggled with his better angel, 
which whispered it was sin to speak of love to 
another woman while poor erring Magdalen was 
yet alive. Well, now he was here again, free to 
claim his darling before the world, free to 
give her not only love, buti honour, name, and 
rank—~and she was not there i 

He waited over an hour. He started at every 
sound, fancying he heard her footsteps, only to 
be disappointed, 

“She is afraid of the weather,” he decided, 
sadly. ‘Of course, I was foolish to expect her 
to-night.” 

And yet he remembered the bleak spring 
evening, when he had found her trembling with 
4 sorrow on that very spot, Dolly had seemed to 
him not over anxious about her own health. Yee, 
ib was passing strange. 

Could the family at Field Royal have dis- 
covered her secret,and have prevented her leaving 
the house, not forcibly perhaps, but by assigning 
her some duty at that particular time? But this 
suggestion would not de—he knew the arrange- 
ments of the house so well, Mabel invariably 
retired early—from the moment she wae hauded 
over to her nurse Dolly wae her own mistress. 

“Ie must be the weather,” thought Lord 
Asherton, for about the fiftieth time. “ Of 
course she’s quite right to be carefal, poor 
darling.” 

And yet this thought brought him no comfort, 
He repeated the words over and over again, almost 
like & parrot rehearsing & lesson, buv they did 
nob convince him in the least. The moment he 
had uttered them he was asking himself as 
anxlously as ever why Dolly had failed him | 

Back 20 the inn with a troubled face, Herbert 
had a knack of winning golden opiniozs from the 
lower classes. His hostess, a buxom ma'‘ron, was 
already devoted to him, and as she waited on 
him was delighted to gossip a little harmlessly, 
and to tell him with honest pride how her 
daughter was once maid to one of the Ladies 
Devereux. 

Herbert listened with more interest than such 
asimple matter should have had for him, and 
hearing Mrs. Boat was sending a letter to her 
daughter the next day he determined to rend 
one to Dolly enclosed in it, How he arranged 
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tines I saw that pretty creature. 








matters with the hostess, how he arrauged to in- 
terest her most thoroughly I don’t know, bat 
before he went to bed the letter was written and 
entrusted to her ; besides which Mrs. Bean had 
arranged, if matters went very badly with the 
lovers, to. receive Miss Smith,at a moment's 
notice, and protect the young lady: fn all honour 
and courtesy during the three days which, io 
spite of the licence in Herbert's pocket, might 
have to elapse before she could- be transformed 
into Viscogatess Asherton. 

“Tule house is called the Devereux Arms, my 
lord,” she admitted, ‘‘but we've little cause to 
like the family, The Jast Karl wasa good friend 
to us, and for her, sake we were glad to send our 
girl to the Castile ;.-but the present Lord Desmond 
has been a bard Jandlord to us, and, as te she 
Countess she’s a perfect skinflint. My,’Melia 
asye she do belleve Lady Desmond grudges.every 
penny she epeuds,” 

* Do you know Miss Smith t” asked Herbert, 
witha strange yearnivg to hear her spoken of. 

"Surely, sic; my ‘Melis, which is nursé or 
roaid to Lady Mabel, has pointed out the-young 
iady to me, A sweet pretty face she has, but 
vet I was sorry enough to see her at Field 
Royal.” 

* Why, Mra, Bean ?” 

‘* She favours the late Countess, my lord, her 
who was drowned in the river,” 

“ T have noticed the resemblance m 

‘Ay, the moment. I raw Mies Smith I 
thought it was the Countess Viola herself; then 
I pitied the poor young Jady, for I guessed she'd 
bave a nice time of ft when the mistress came 
home.” 

“Why should ehe? Lady Desmoud could not 
think io a crime for Mise Smith to resemble her 
eister-In-law.” 

“Ab! my lord, you don’t know the ing-and- 
outs. Many’s the time I’ve thought over them 
Bat, there, 
she'll be Lady Asherton, and it’s easy to see 
youll take good care of her, my lord.” 

Tt was growiog late; he had shed a long 
journey and a cruel disappointment at its end, 
Fie felt tired; and so, instead of asking Mrs, 
Bean for the story she was dying to relate, he 
took the large old-fashioned chamber candle- 
stick fn hia hand and went upstairs to bed, 

Bat he could not sleep, Possessed of a good 
digestion, perfect health, and an easy conscience, 
Herbert's nights were ueually of the most peace- 
ful conceivable dercription, but certainly this one 
was an exception, The crime could not be lsid 
to the charge of the Devereux Arms. His large, 
old-fashioned chamber was clean and neatas a 
aew pin; chintz curtains were closely drawn 
before the lattice windows, the four-post bed had 
hangings of spoilers dimity and fragrant lavender- 
scouted sheete—just the sort of couch to induce 
repose; but ne. Had he been the most. super- 
etitious.of mortale or the most suffering - of 
invalids the Viecount could not have fared worse. 
He tossed uneasily on hie pillows, haunted by 
the most fearful forebodings, 

"This will never do,” decided Herbert, with 
sudden determination to conquer his wakeful- 
ness just by force of bis stfong will, ‘I shall 
look like a miverable scarecrow, and have my 
darling repentiog her bargain when she eees me 
to-morrew—to-day, rather, for ]’m eure I heard 
it strike two just now, Ill ehut my eyes and 
go to sleep, whatever happens.” 

Ah! reckless bosst—Loii Asherton has to 
pay dearly for it, In less thangen mioutes he 
was acleep, but the scene that followed was so 
awful ia its terrible significance, he heartily 
repented slumber haviog closed his eyes, 

He thought he stood by the banks of the 
silvery Way, just at the spot where he and Dolly 
first met, and where he had waited for her so 
vainly to-night. He stood there alone, his eyes 
bent upon the water with a nameless sensation 
of trouble on bis heart, when suddenly he felt a 
hand upon his shoulder—a hand that could be 
felt, whose touch, gentle as it was, thrilled him 
through aud through. He started and looked 
up, not knowing, no? understanding in the least 
what he expected to see. 

There stood beside him a woman, nay, & girl, 
of singular beauty. For onemoment he be'ieved 


it was, his darling, only grown graver, 

Gale arichaoes colar eee he had 

there before ; then the 

head mournfully, as though to 

wrong, and he became aware that on 
was not bis Dolly, but a beautiful resemblance of 
her—a picture of her as she might be if time 
and sorrow laid their mark upon her, for, young 
as was the beautiful face raised to his, it lacked 
the hopefulness of extreme youth, the almost 
childish unconsciousness. which was Dolly’s 
greatest charm, 

One time he essayed to speak, but the words 
would not come; he could only stand there 
‘motionless, 

The: vision seemed to understand. She 


and on its third fioger be saw a broad band of 
fine rich gold ; then as she met his glance at_it 
for the first time she spoke, 

“Save my child!” ' , 

Herbert trembled. What did {t mean? 
Was he the victim of a dream, or could: there 
really be such things as eu tural visitante ? 
If so, his darling must surely be in dire peril if 
her mother was permitted to wander back 
from the shadowy splrit-world to warn him of 
her danger. 

‘' Save my child !” 

Ltd I will.” 

Oh! how hoarse and unnatural -his. voice 
scouuded even to himaeif, 

The woman touched her ring. 

“This, which brought my misery, shall 
her happiness,” she sald, ina kind of sad, far-o 
musical voice, “I have seen ib all. There is 
nothing but sorrow for my darling until a rivg 
like this ison her finger.” 

“To is my dearest wish to p’ace such a ring 
there. I love her as my life.’* 

A smile crossed the sad, sweet face. 

af en her, but you have lost her.” 

it 0° , 


She bowed her head, 

" Lost, poor wanderer, lost. In perils dire, in 
sorrows off ; but you will save her.” 

* Only show me how.” 

“T may not.” 

Ib seemed to Herbert he fell on bis knees and 
implored her to have pity, and to give him a clue 
to her meaning. For some time she only shook 
her head ; at last she said slowly, — 

“ Distrust all you hear, dread those who seem, 
her best friends, forget all they tell you, remem- 
ber but this thing—she loved you.” 

With one wave of ker hand the woman. sped 
from him, and the scene changed. It was a 
large, handsome apartment of an old London 
house, and a dozen women of all ages were 
scattered abont it, Some were beautiful. All 
were nicely dressed, yet, though Herbert under- 
stood nothing of what they were doing there, he 
felt, reluctantly, “they were not happy. He 
seemed to round the toom until at last 
he saw a girl nursing.a cat—a girl with a sad, 
hopeless face, whose violet eyes seemed to have 
shed tears until they were dull and sunken. 

“Dolly |’ he exclaimed, rapturously. “ Dolly!” 

He would fein have clasped her to hie heart, 
fain have borne her in his arms far fror al! those 
strange scenes ; but between him and her was a 
barrier impossible to pass, It was perfectly 
transparent. Oaly when he essayed to get to 
Dolly did he become aware of ite existence. Ib 
was not glass or’crystal ; Indeed, it resembled 
more a kind of atmospheric wall, Dolly was one 
side, he thé other; neither could cross, and as 
this came home to him with bitter truth he 
heard a hideous laugh, and, turning round, was 
Lady Devereux watching him -with a face full 
of malignant triumph, 

is awful 1” 

Sach were Herbert’e fires words on awaking, 
He stretched himself, sat up in bed with a sigh 
of unudterable relief, as he recalled the awful 
incidents of his dream. He had certainly been 
awake at two. It was now half after eix. In 
those four hours what a martyrdom he had 
undergone! What horrors even now seemed 
torturing his imagination | 

From mavy dreams one wakes, it is true, 





with a recollection of disagrecables ; but this 


|| stitious man ; but though 


stretched towards him her hand—the left hand, |. 





more vivid and |& super. 

idea of 
ghosts and euch-like feel as if 
there was something cerfoua in his dream ; some. 
thing, indeed, so serious that he resolved, when 
once be held his darling In his she should 
not return even for half-an-hour to Field Royal, 

His original plan bad to be slightly modified 
to accomplish this. He had written to Dolly, 
begging her to meet him some time fo the morn- 
ing. He meant, then, to take her ht to the 
Devereux Arms and place her under special 
protection of Mrs. Bean, while he went on to tlic 
village, interviewed the clergyman, and made al! 
airy sn for their-vw: taking place tlie 
Dext day. 

He would not reburn to the Davereux Arms, 
but would meet Dolly at the church, and 
take her to London the moment she was 
alge ie be Ps eae be 
name, would be spared leagreeables 
from the Desmond family. ._ Mrs. Bean entered 
into the affair heart and soul, She told Herbert, 
when ehe brought in his breakfast, the gardener 
had taken the letter and package to "Melia an hour 
‘before, and "Mella being a most business-like 
young person, would give his note at once to Its 
proper owner. 

Herbert knew that Dolly had always claimed 
as her own the first hour after the echoolroom 
breakfast ; doubtleas she would avail herself of 
it to come to him, He pushed his toast and 
oer e098. untasted, and eet off for the trysting- 


Early as he was someone was waiting for him. 
Not Dolly. Oh no—and how his heart sank as 
he discovered that—but a neatly-dreesed hand- 
maid, whom he clearly remembered to have seen 
sometimes fn E even thm on Lady Mabel, and 
= Magee herself to him as Mra. Beau's 
"Me 

“ Aud you have brought me a message?” he 
began, eagerly. 

The girl's honest face clouded over. 

"No, my lord, I have brought you back your 
letter," she said, siniply. 

" Brotght me back my letter !” 

“Mother wrote and told me "—here ’Melia 
bluehed—she Had a lover of her own, and wa: 
very full of sympathy for others in the same 
predicament—"‘ that you would be here this 
morning waiting for Smith, and so I mae 
bold te come, my lord, T thought ft “ld be such 
dreary work for you to’go on waiting hour after 
hour, and she not even know ft, poor dear 
young lady,” 

With an awful fear’at his heart Herbert laid 
one hand upon her arm. 

“ Where fs she }” 

"J don’t know, my lord. ; 

“You can’t mean she has left the Castle?” 
went on Lord Asherton: “Girl, tell me every- 
thing. Indeed, Indeed, it ts Kindest for me 
the end that you should do 80,” 

"JT don't like to,” 

“Why t” 

ha a Ps 

"Tt e you sorry. 

“T can bear doything if I have her.” F 

Poor "Melial ehe was very . tender-hearted, 
and she shrank from the thought of inflicting 


in. 
a I wouldn’t go for to belleve it 1f I was you, 
my lord, for there's not one of us servante do. 
We all say Mias Smith was too good for that sor‘ 


of thing.” 
“Tell mas all,” ed Herbert, driven almost 
wild by these half-confidences. 

“My lady came home quite unexpectedly, 


y 
my lord,” began "Melia, “as you may have 
heard.” 


He bowed his head. 

“She never cared much for Lady Mabel, you 
know, and so it wasn’t atrange ; beyond just ten 
mfnutes or so in her own room, she never tiec 
to see her, and so, until last Taesday, neither 
she nor the Esrl had ever seen Miss Smith. 

Herbert Hatened breathlessly. . 

“¥ used to wonder,” went on’ ’Melia, "if she 
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id. She was sad enough when she first 
pre but she had grown quite 
ht and Tuesday re- 
ee ws. she went dneet Gat beans 
singing just like a bird, 
It was the day on which she must have re- 
ceived Herbert’s letter—the letter written just 


ter bearing he was free, and so fall of joyous 
ol The coincidence struck on him even 


then. 

“But she changed then,” pursued "Melia. 
“She saw the Countess that day, and the Earl, 
too, I think ; and by evening she 
with such a wan, pale 
oe dreadful 
felt nervous, as 80) were 
going to bye I lpn bee her face 
ae she said ib, lord. You see, it was the last 
time I ever saw re 

“The last time = saw her!” horror- 
struck ; “ but that fs 

‘*Yos,mylord. W 
came from the Countess, 
to leave her and, of course, I had 
there waiting on bam Tt was not till I 
went down to the servants’ hall to supper after 
Lady Mabel was asleep that I heard Mies Smith 
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“She went to London by the five o’clock ex- 
prees, my lord. The took her to the 
station. I mind the time becaute the Earl 
had been bo London, and he came home late that 
aight.” 

“ But why did she got” 

‘Melia shook her. head. 

“ ae” Deswn tor ory care all day he - 
nesday, Thursday, part ar pe an 
one was allowed 0 go in to her but Lady Bertha. 
Last night, kb six o'clock, o great bell was rung, 
and all the servants summoned to the diniog- 
room. The Earl made « speech to us then that 
he had discovered Miss Smith in dishonest prac- 
tices, and she had robbed him and the Countess 
of many valuable articles, She pretended to be 
summoned to London by te! h on account of 
& friend’s illness, and us escaped. Lord 
Desmond forbade her name belog mentioned at 
the Castle, and said it was only on account of her 
youth he did not set the police on her track.” 

“ She never did it |” 

“Never! Oh, my lord, so we all said, and 
Mra, Bond, the housekeeper (she’s never had a 
penny from her master ; you see, my lord, having 

left so well-to-do by the late. Earl), she got 
up, and ssid quite brayely,— — - ; 

“'T packed Miss Smith’s bag, my lord-~at 
least I saw all that wend Into it, and 1).am 
ready to swear there was nothing belonging to 
you a 

“The Earl he grew almost Hvid with 5 
but the Countesa, she _ sor 

“* Doubtless, Misa Smith got rid of her ill- 
gotten gains before her flight.’ 

“** Then, what is missing, my lady t’: asked 
Bond ; but she couldn't get an answer, ' 

“The Earl jast dismissed us; and said it ld be 
@ warning to us, he hoped, We were all filing 
out quiet ¢ though some of us were 
brimming over with ition ; bub Mrs, Bond 
she jast went up to the Earl, ; 

** My lord,’ she said, respectfully, ‘I’ve lived 
in your house-for many years, but I shall leave 
to-morrow. Not being s paid servant I have no 
notice to give, but I’d like my lady or eome one 
appointed by her to look over my t before I 
psck up, for I shouldn’t care to be branded as a 
thief, th I'm ss eure of my own Innocence 
salem o the sweet young lady whose name 
you've used so cruelly.’ 

Herbert uttered a low “Beast!” In spite 
of his awfel angziety about Dolly he- could 
oe enjoy the discomfiture of the Des- 

0 5 


“ Mrs. Bond was as as her word,” went 


on Melia, “TI have up ; she’ 

Py phmerndge Sdost her e 
coming. to spend 

with ndthes totes ‘ee leaves Ni r dine 


she told me to beg you, if you had ever 
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Miss Smith, to let her speak to you before you 

go back to London.” 

** And this is all you can tell me?” 

“Y’'m afraid so, my lord. This letter,” giving 

him the one he had written from London, 

"came yesterday morning, and I just put it Into 

my leat the Countess should see ft, Mrs, 
id, maybe, could tell you racre, my lord, You 

ee, was with Misa Smith to the moment of 

her golug, and I never saw her after Tuesday 
t,” 


“TI don’t know how to thank you,” said 
Herbert, after pressing upov ‘Melis a very sub- 
oo contribution towards the a os 
yo man” needed ere they cou 

set up housskeaying, “You have done me good 
service.” 
a B. » a —_ have done gg ee you, 
my Ng girl, regretfully. “ You see, 1 
loved Miss Smith.” 
“She was good and true!” murmured poor 
Herbert; rer * How could they-hate her so?” 

“She had a kind word for everyone,” said 
’Melia, “and, for all she might be poor, 
anyone could see she was just as much a lady as 
the Countess herself. If you should find her, 
my lord; Id geb you to give her my duty, and 
tell her Enever believed one of the cruel things 
they eaid.”) > 

“If you should find her!” Strong man though 
he was, Lara Asherton trembled, Had it really 
come to “if”! 

He bade good-bye to ‘Melia, and walked back 
to the “ Devereux Arms,” his mind full of con- 
flicting thoughts, One thing he never doubted— 


his ‘* innocence, He was 5 

ae 
He as trustfully, his faith In her 

was as entire as she had not disappointed 


him at the trysting-piace last night. Appear- 
ances might be against her, bub never a doubt of 
her would enter Herbert's head, She waa still 
his ideal of all that was pure, and true, and 
womanly. ; 

He still yearned for the right to shield her 
from all sorrow. What tortured him was uo 
doubt of her worthiness, but the awfal mystery 
a enshrouded her fate. How was he to find 

er 

It was so puzzling, 0 utterly bewildering! He 
knew she had not a relative In the world; he 
had never heard her mention even a friend. Ad- 
mittiog that she left Field Royal of her own free 
will, at whose bidding had she doue é0? 

Mrs, Bean met him at the threshold of the 
"* Devereux Arms,” with ‘a cloud of pity on her 
honest face, 

“This is a heavy blow, my lord.” 

“ You have heard, then?’ 

“The housekeeper’s here, my lord ; she’s been 
talking to me) this half-hour. Would you like to 
see her ” 

» 

Mrs, Bean bronght Mrs. Bond into Lord 
Asherton’s parlour, and there herself. 
She felt a kind wr yon fn the young nobleman’s 
a tment, never thought her presence 
coal te unweleome. I doubt myself if Herbert 
even knew she was there, _ Mra. Bond looked at 
him pitylogly. ‘ 

“ 'Melia’s told you, then, my lord!” 

“Yes, Bub there fs a mystery I cannot 
fathom. Of course the charge against her is a 
cruel lie ; but why did she go—why leave the 
shelter of her the house where she knew I 
should come to her ?” 

Mra. Bond started. 

** Didn’t you send for her, my lord ?” 

“Send for her? No!” 

“She had a on Wednesday. I took 
it up to her thinking I’d comforb her if 
it was bad news. I never saw ths message, my 
lord, but from what I heard, thé broken words 


were ill—dying, even, Ib seemed, and your lady 
mother bed sent for Miss Smith to Bruton-street 
to see you for the last time,” 

His face was colourless as marble. Hoe listened 
in strained, agonised attention, ~ 

“ How do you know this ?” 

Mrs. Bond melted, 





“Talways thought you loved her, my lord, I 


that fell from the poor girl, I gathered that you 


didn’t see how you was to help It. As she sat 
with the telegram in her hand the worda ‘ Herbert 
—dying—a last good-bye—oh, If I could die with 
him!—He must be dying, or his mother would 
not send for me!’ Ail this made me think of 
what I have told you. Besides, Miss Smith 
asked me where Bruton-street was,” 

Herbert looked like a man distraught with 
terror, 

“T never was davgérously fll in my life. My 
mother never heard Miss Smith’s name !”’ 

“Then that telegram muet have beep a 
forgery,” said Mre. Bond, ehrewdly. I mis- 
trusted it” 

4 it Why 1” 

“It came from the village, and a litile boy 

brought i. Oar telegrame—and the master 
dozens=come from the town by a man on 
horseback,” 

The simple woman meant the smal! village 
post-cflics was not compstent to send out a tele- 
gram; but for the Issues at stake Herbert must 
have smiled. 

“ Unakilled labour might make a difference in 
a word or two; but this telegram seems to have 
been a lie from first to last.” 

“ And a good thing, my lord—-that you are nob 
ill, of course, I mean,” 

He shook his head. 

“Tbink what fssue must be at stake before a 
man takes such a desperate step as forging a tele- 
gram ; besides, Bond, that poor child left to go 
to my supposed death-bed last Wednesday, This 
fs Saturday! Where is she now?” 

The woman sobbed aloud, . They had never 
thought of this view of the case, 

"T shall go to the post-office,” sald Asherton, 
resolutely. ‘ Perhaps they may be persuaded to 
tell me something about the telegram.” 

At first he was refused, The post-mistress 
deciared it was againat all the official regulations ; 
but Asherton persisted—-he promised never to 
mention the fact of her compliance. 

** Law, ma,” sald a good-tempered girl behind 
the counter, ‘‘ don’t refuse the gentleman, He 
says [t's a matter of life and death |” 

* Bat the regulations, Matty !”’ 

“Bother the regulations |” sald Matty, deter 
minedly. ‘‘ Here, sir” (Ashertion had concealed 
his name), “i¢ happens I can help you. There 
were such a lot of names {in the message I made 
a mistake fn the firat form I wrote it out on, _ If 
you just go to the desk the copy’s on the foor 
Supposing you pick ft up by accident the officials 
can’t blame us perticularly.” 

Herbert picked it up “by accident.” It was 
precisely the same as the message Dolly had re- 
celved, only the wpelling of the proper names was 
wmouddied, and bore the traces of connection. 

*' May I take this?" 

* Certainly— only we don’t give ib you.” 

He promised to remember the distinction, and 
went back to the inn. 

“You are quite right,” he told Mrs, Bond. 
"She was lured away by my supposed ilinoss.” 

**Do you think she ever reached Bruton- 
street ?”’ 

“TI know she did not, I was with my parents 
on Thursday, and they would have told me,”’ 

Mrs, Bean shivered, 

“T thought the moment I saw Miss Smith 
there'd be trouble fn store for her the moment 
my lady the Countess came home.” 

“So did I,” echoed Bond. ‘‘I kept them apart 
for days. I longed to warn Miss Smith, only 
somehow I couldn't.” 

“Bub warn her of what?” questioned Lord 
Ashertop. ‘I don’t understand.” 

* Both women sighed, 

“You don’t know the ins-and-oute, my lcrd, 
Maybe, you’ve never heard the prophecy }” 

sherton asked what they meant. The" ios. 
aud-outs” meant the doubt thrown on the 
Countess Viola’s death by her husband’s will, 

“The present Lady haz never had a happy cay 
since,” said Bond, firmly. ‘' Never a stranger 
has come to Field Royal but she has trembled 
for her children’s future. I believe she hated 
every boy or girl whose age fitted in with Lady 
Viola’s loss, I knew the moment I saw Miss 





Dolly look at me with my poor lost mistress’s 
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WITH AN AWFUL FEAR HERBERT LAID ONE HAND UPON HER ARM, 


violet eyes that there was troubles coming, and I 
believe-——”” 


She stopped herself abruptly, 

"Speak out,” urged Herbert, ‘“' We are all 
friends,” 
“| belleve she is our true lady, Lord Aaherton. 
I believe the child Lord Desmond calls a thief, 
whose name he forbids mentioned io his 
is in very truth the rightfal owner of Field Royal, 
and—and I belfeve he knows it!” 

Lord Asherton shuddered. 

If this was it what hope had he? 
Desmonde were ab the bottom 
appearance what hope had he 
With so much to gain by hi 
they would relax their vigilance? 
seen ier is ee 

ma t not stop at 
And she was slone—his 


one to take her part and befriend 


Suddenly there flashed on Herbert's mind the 
memory of his dream, He seemed to feel once 
moore the touch of those slender fingers, to hear 
once more that voice from shadowland, ‘ Save 
my child!” He began to underatand his wake- 
ful night ; his disturbed slumbers milght really 
have some bearing on Dolly’s fate, From that 
moment he felt certain she was the child of his 
godfather, Herbert Earl Desmond, 

“T will find ber,” he cried, speaking aloud, 
almost unconsciously, in his agitation, “If I have 
to search the world through, If I have to spend 
the best years of my life in the quest I will find 
her! I will never give up my pursuit until I 
hold my dar in my arms, or,” his voice 
shook, “untilT stand by the 'grave that covers 
her.” 

He cross-questioned Mrs, Bond pretty 
thoroughly, but she could tell him notbing he 
did not know. He could see she shared hie own 
belief that they had not to seek Miss Smith, but 
Dorothea.Countess of Desmond, 





“If that’s lt,” murmured Mrs, Bond, “ you'll J 


my lord, Lady Desmond that 
al now is a hard woman, but 
en—the Viscount most of all 


“ Anyway,” he said, gravely, “we have two 


factsto go u entered the five o'clock 
train last Wednesday; she was alone, had s 
ticket for London, and belfeved herself to 


passenger 
“Tm not likely to forget her, sir, 
sweet face, and she’d been crying bitterly. 
remeraber'thinking she was too y for 
sorrow, I put her into the carriage with another 
lady, juab two J 


passengers j 
them. It would 


Paddington. 

3 he did inquire at 
gritos Lj, bus be tated mothieg to bale Nex 

iden key, 0 help 

San though, skilled in reading cha&rscter, he 
knew that his informants were telling him the 
truth, and doing their best to remember what 
he asked. 

But porters, cfliclale, cab drivers, all were 
staunch on oue polnt—no young lady alone had 
arrived at Paddington by that train. As a fact, 
very few ladies came up by it on Wednesday 
nighb, and most of them were elder 
their husbands with them. Only one 
tohave struck anyone, and she was an invalid, 


, or. had. 





‘WHERE Is sHE?” HE SAID, 


Asherton shook his head, as though to say 
she had nothing to do with her whom he 
t. 
7 1, that was the only young lady who 
came up by that train, and she had her ma and 
her I saw every passenger who got 
single other woman er 
, thirty-five.” 
to his chambers almost 
beside himself, — Fie Range re an 
beau violet- was to 
can he Babylon of modern 
ired love ns baemanncart 
perhaps fo and sorrow, perhsps perseca 
and Geeteck ; while he who loved her more than 
raises finger iv her defence. In 
trials which he tad known, the 
realised this was the most bitter in 








In New York State there Is an extraordinary 
dam, more than a quarter of a mile long and 
216ft, thick. It turne the whole Oroton River 
into aqueducts, for the supply of New York 
elty, The lake, which holds back 40,000,000,000 

ions of water, Is the largest artificial lake 


canyon sre ho 
which are a great profusion of stalacite: 
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THE BRIDE OF AN HOUR “You must — to her,” said Helen, ‘A greater auccess than I ever dreamed of,” 
x no help for it,” he sald, taking her hand in his, “ thanks to you.” ¥ 

Ot * You know,” went on Bernard, “' Lord Ash- “But you look worrled,” objected the girl, . 
OHAPTER XIX. dale declares his wif he 


left. him because she | slowly, “ and I thought you would be so 

Hecew Nairn hardly knew which to pity believe it is that she reall “Tam worried,” he confessed, "but chiefiy by 

most, the man who loved Violet Dean so; Mrs. Nairn shook her because I am afraid the worry must rest on tae 

falthfally and so well, or the girl herself to “No ! If she believed her marriage flegal she | you. When you appeared as ‘Gertrude’ on Ps 

whom fate had been so cruel, A good woman, and | Would not have been so desperately anxious to | Saturday night out of kindoess to me, you had * 

singularly happy in her own married life, sh Mg a fear that your mother might bo In the theatre oe 
i] ” 


could yet feel for those less fortunate than her-| Bernard sighed heavily. and recognise you, i 
self, A prudent narrow-minded matron would “I don’t know much of legal matters (they Yes, but Mrs. Nairn assured me mother 4 
have prated of marriage vows, and declared the | #47 an author's law is always ), bat surely | could nob force me to retarn to her, and I have vi 
twenty minutes at his side in Margrave | that ceremony can’t be binding. Earl says | got over my fear. Do you mean she really was a9 


r) ts 
Church gave Ashdale complete and absolute | bimself, he has never seen his wife since they | the Frivolity '” {i 
i the church together. Surely ff we "No, but someone elee was there who claims 

t pe a edad aatypthees 55h) would be possible to | to have known you in your girlhood, and to have 
a”. rY 4 SR see you. Miss Dean, Violet, forgive 

pe I hurt you, forgive me if I seem cruel, 


Bernard almost frightened aflence, | COMmonsense and her sympathy were at war, Ashdale called on me to-day to demand 
The kindly, blithe Metle Saeean, he ha al and she only said gravely . your address. He asserts that you are his lawful 
one thing for it, Bernard, you | wife, and a great mistake parted you on your 


, 
must ses Violet Dean yourself. I would spare ee er eee 
the task gladly ifI could, but ft is who | which I met you first.” 
will have to’ write to the Earl of ‘Ashdale, and I Bernard only knew how he had hoped against 








# 

“ methi think you had better tell his story to Violet | hope the Earl was mistaken, when he saw by 
inane I i Plone with your own lips.” tn seeming pallor of her face that the tale was ¥ 
wad Decrly tees chee the, tension on his nerves | “She wae in the little roora where Mr, Naira | trae. 

Mire, Naira, oven Af thie woke abe cory Surely | kept bis father's books, It was called the study, | “Don’t be frightened, I am not going to 
you cannot blame her?” story ts. true, | the bookroom, and the , by turns, a cosy, | faint,” she said, as he started up in alarm. 
| “Blame her.” rm homelike room, which had always been the girl's | ‘Mr, Maxwell, I belleve the law would call me 
oh, Bernard, I ¢ ied Helen, “No but | favourite resort. Lady Ashdale ; but no mistake parted me from i 
trie, ent iy, att troubled, because I feel It is} Bernard went in alone, a strange pain at his | my husband. I left him an hour after our wed- 
. She te mee eet ane the misery of her life, | heart, as he thought of the story he had hoped when I had learned his true character.” : 
. more ta tua aR have fitty years | to tell her sb thelr next meeting, which if Lord | “‘ And you are his wite! Great Heaven 1” 
is she to has she them alone, | Ashdale’s statements were true, must now never es never be his wife in an g@ but t. 
: Must che be ediheny fore. ar bey sd raga "Violet Desa was leaning back faa | name Mr. Maxwell, will you despise me for fl 
- arm. . #0 yo ehiid- your p ae he 
bride ot a eaat Sate made her Lord Ashdale's | iike it wes difficult to think of her ava ranaway | under a false name? I did not know what to ae 
| Baomaeees ity wife, Her lips parted in » smile as do, I felt it would kill me if I was forced to oe 
*“Whidl eMRbee < ceredb a kasceaki P Hactgnod of Mr, Maxwell, I tot et a fp oi cfg Fon. anv ie 
: ; to come, Mr. " my name, and so me i> 
: might Tybee Jhis story. | T hoped against: hope it wes #0 sorry nob to see you yesterday. Are you | Violet Dean, sure that the childish school-fellow G, 
3 every date tellin? mistaken identity, though a ee Broken Fetters, is it really a oreo a ee not suffer from my 
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Ban oe ame 
**What you must have suffered !”” 
od to me, I had y 
pathy, aud I felt 
Seas en kee a ak ek not 
afraid any more,” 
ths to work hard in a 
for + hours a day in return 


"T suffered till I came here, 
ou see, I thought perhaps Lord 
nig fy vin Gibb anuch he hab asied ob fate— 
ten shil a week ; freedom 


fortune, Then came 
Tae was the first to break i 

“is he yey angry ? 

*Lord Ashdale.” 

“He is angry with me for with! 
Dean’s address, His réle is 
not have left him, only that 
to doubt the legality of 
affects to think when she Is - 
acore, she will gladly return to him.” 

**T will never return !” 

Aud Bernard knew that 
simple assertion from her 
impassioned protests from a 

His silence frightened her. 

You don’t want me to 
she asked, eagerly ; “ surely 
bound to spend my life with him. He deceived 
me crucliy, I was enlightened too late, If only 
{ had known the truth five minutes before the 
ar ag a I would have refused to go through 
with ft.” 

** T want you to go back,” he cried; “ Grea 
Heavens, no!” 

“And you will let me keep the part of 
‘Gertrude.’ Iam sure Mr. St. John could not 
find anyone else at a few hours notice,” 

“ You shall keep it gladly.” 

‘But you seom doubtful, Your very voice is 
altered, Do you mean that Mra, Nairn is angry 
with me, and will not.letb me stay here any 
longer,” 

‘* No, dear.” The word escaped him in spite 
of himself, ‘'I am sure she is nob angry, but 
Mies Dean——’”’ 

She interrupted him. 

“ Will you please say Veronica ; you know now 
that Dean is not my real name, and*we-need not 
have any more shame,” 

“J was only going to say that Lord Ashdale 
seems to me a very d mas. His mind 
is made up that you are his wife, and he is set 
on seeing you.” 

There was a rap ab the door then, and 
Nairn came in. She bent over Veronica 
kissed her. Bernard felt’ thankful she had 
joined them, for though he could assure hils poor 
little friend of the Nalrns’ sympathy, he way 
by no means certain they would: feel -able® to 
—e Lord Ashdale’s wife in their house’ agains) 

ie will. 

**T cannot see Lord Ashdale,” said Veronica, 
to Mre. Nairn. “1 think to be alone ‘with him 
would kili me,” 

* T have been thinking,” said Helen; quietly, 
** after Saturday night you may certainly claim 
to be an actréss, and ‘ Violeb Dean’ is your staze 
name, there can be no dunbt of that,” 

“No,” said Bernard, “but it hardly helps 


“T think it does. You cam write a note, or I 
will write it if Lord Ashdale knows your hand, 
saying that ‘ Misa Violet Dean positively declines 
to see the Karl of Ashdale, or to hold any com- 
mauuication with him,” : 

Veronica looked troubled, 

“I know that he is very tenacious about 
ecandal. My mother sald once he was the most 
sensitive man she had ever met, I did not know 
then what she meant.” 

“Then you think he would not be capable of 
presenting himself at the Frivolity and foreing 
his way behind the s¢enes 1” 

‘‘T am sure of it, I think”—and she flushed 
erimson—" he would be more likely to try and 
fores me to return to him by some trick or arti- 
fice, I kaow that he is most tenacious about 
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public opinion ; he would not even be married 
ab Waldon because he wanted everyone to know 
I was Sir Lionel Leigh's niece. He will never 
leave off trying to force me back to ‘him, but he 
would do no to let the world know his wife 
was Violet Dean the actress." 

“Then you are safe,” sald Helen, simply, “It 
will not even be necassary to take Mr, St, John 
into our confidence. We can let him think tha 
like many another faet man about town, 
papelar ihaaet aos Wet te why be hae NUE 

t y he has 
obtain pos mal Really, Bernard, I think 
we have been over-anxfous. I must see that 
Violet never goes out alone, and then, I think, 
we have nothing to fear.” : 

“Ib must be ‘Violet Doan,’ even here,” said 

In reply to a questioning giance fron 


Bernard, 
the girl ; “remember walls have ears, an@ if ew! 


adopt Nairn’s suggestion and write: the 
letter she advises no one must know that you 
admit you were once Veronica Leigh.” 

The girl turned to Mrs, Nairn. 


“I feel so troubled I can’t think clearly, but 


t bring any—any 
sautneas on either 
@ runaway wife, I wou 
a little 
where.” 

The tears stood in Helen’s eyes. 

“You must stay here, dear,” she said f y 
“I can answer for my husband as for myself. If 
I knew of any other piace where you would be 
safer from Lord Ashdale I would let you go there, 
but Ido nob; you must stay here, anid either I 
or nurse will drive to the theatre with you 
night, Bernard will see you home, Iam afraid, 
she concluded, with a little laugh that lacked her 
usual merriment, “that you will be let in for an 
enormous expenditure in cabs, for I am eure you 
must not go in an omnibus ; but if Mr. St. John 
is liberal in the matter of salary that won't 
matter.” 

“Lord Ashdale has seen my writing,” said 
Veronica, “ and he may remember It ; so I should 
be very ~_— you would write the letter.” 

“TI will write; certainly;’ ssid Helen. “I 
wonder .lf ‘I’ should use the stamped paper or 
not You see,” she added to Bernard, “if we 
refuse the address it is tantamount to admitting 
Violet Dean's identity with his wife,” 

Maxwell thougtit's moment. 

“1 don't-think avyone at the theatre knows 
Mies Dean's address except Sb. John and the 
stage ars, oh We had better put as ma 
obstacles in Ashdale’s way as possible, 
he really {s\afraid of publici 


go away. I have saved 
money, and I could take a room some- 


private house to- it and fo 
it, you don’t post note to Lord Ashdale till 
late he will be prepared befote the Earl can call 
on him.” 

And the letter, which bore the date Octo- 
ber 20th but no address, ran thas :—~ 


"Mids Violet Dean, of the Frivolity Theatre, 
declines to accord Lord Asbdale an interview, or 
to hold any personal coummunication with -him 
whatever. If he attempts to molest her she will 
place the matter in the hands of her solicitor, 
Mr. Jozeph Ward, of Mulberry Court, Inner 
Temple,” 


When David Nairn came home and heard what 
had ee he at once endorsed his wife's 
verdict t Violet Dean must remain beneath 
the shelter of their roof ; but one part of Helen’s 
arran he reversed: he said that Bernard 
Maxwell was not the right person to see the 
beautifal young actress! home from the theatre, 

‘* My dear Nell,” he said gently, * Bernardyis 
head over ears in love-with her; can’t you ses 
that the more they are together the greater his 


to be mixed up with 


ne 


pain must be? It may sound hard-hearted, byt 
beet thing Maxwell could do 
for America,” 


" Dear little woman,” he explained, “ what i; 
the use of drawing out the agony? While tha: 
— Ashdale lives Bernard and that poor 

ila can’t marry.” 

* Merten Becourd is her friend, Why shoul, 
he leave her now she fs in euch trouble!” 

** Because there is an unwritten law in acciety 
& man ag | not see too much of 5 woman 
Papen th, Mell thoughescety'c laws nay 

Biaws ma 
alte bard, there’s nothing but misery te 


who break them.” 
to practically who could 
place, and..was relieved t> re. 
ceamatress of the highes) 
greatly In want of work; 
was little doubt that for a trifle weekly Mix: 
would thankfully accompany me to the 
i ith some fine 


Ta 
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then when Violet and Miss Kemp had started 
Helen sat down fairly tired out with excitement, 
while her husband set out to interview his cousin 
who lived, unfortunately, on the Surrey side of 
the water. ‘ 

Mr. Ward listened with ready interest, but his 
verdict was not reassuring. 

** Lord Ashdale could nos compel his wife to 
five with him against her will vide the celebrated 
Jetkson case (then comparatively, recent), but 
unlees there was a legal separation he could call 
at any house where she happened to be and de- 
mand to see -her, and.if. he employed any 
reasonahle force in getting admission to the said 
house it would not constitute a legal trespace.’ 

Mr. Ward’s advice wes that Lord Ashdale and 
hia wife should meet—if necessary in the preeence 
of a third party—-and try to arrange a icgal 
separation on amicable terms; until this was 
done he feared much annoyance and vexation \oy 

Countess, 


before the young 

‘€ And can’t the marrisge be annulled!” 

“ Oaly on the usual grounds.” 

“I don't understand.” -  - 
. “T mean that Lady Ashdale’s marriage can not 
be annulled, bub it can be dissolved on either 


David Naira groaned, 

“ And that {s all the comfort you can give her, 
~-if she loses her honour she may hope for her 
freedom ¢” 

‘* And even then it would be doubtful,” ssid 
the lawyer, “I have heard son of the 
Earl, end I know hefs an obstinate customer. I! 
he- believed his wife wanted her freedom, In order 
to marry someone elee, it is aa likely as noi be 
would not try for a divorce,” 

“ Well, there must be so) very wrong 
in the marriage nem said David Nairn, cov- 
clusively, and probably a good many peop:? 
would agree with him. 


ee 


CHAPTER XX, 


Tue play of Broken Fetters was running 5 
brilliant course with the new actress, Violet Deau 
in the leading-réle, - As ‘yet Lord Avhdale was 

& waiting game, and had not shown bis 
3 he had taken not the least notice «! 
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for forgery, and this prospect was not a pleasant 
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Faget 
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vanee he should gain enough to meet the note 
when it became due. 


And he lost every penny of the fifty pounds. 
He risked another twenty and lost that, He was 
literally at his last gasp for money, and on the 
eighth of January he would have to psy the 
money lender two hundred pounds or face 
criminal prosecution. 

Even if his aunt, to spare herself the disgrace 
of having her own kinsman convicted of forgery, 
acknowledged the signature as her own, what had 
he to hope for? She would certainly send 


billing pocket. 

not confide in Bernard, he eimply dared not. 
knew his cousin’s character too well. Bernard 
would have shared his last crust with him, but 
he would have no hand in any practice that 
eavoured of dishonesty, gambling, or even raising 
money from a profeseional usurer, Bernard had 
already lent or rather given him forty pounds since 
October, It was imposeible, simply impossible, 
that he could find one hundred in little more 
than a fortnight. 

There was not s creature among Leonard’s 
new “set” who would stir a finger to help him. 
He went the round of the picture dealers to see 
if he could a few commissions, and then 
obtain an advance on them, for fn his ex- 
tremity the miserable spendthrift thought that 
if he could pay something on account, Solomon 
would perhaps consent to “renew.” But it was 
all in vain. His idle habite had begun to be too 
well known, now that he was willing to work he 
could obtain no employment, He was mood 
and irritable ia those December days, and Lady 
Melton, who dearly liked to be amused, told him 
he was bad company. Leonard wondered what 
she would asy if sche knew all, He tried to study 
his great aunw’s character, and discover her 
opinion of the crime of forgery, and whether she 
did not think it the duty of kinsfolk to stand by 
each other under all circumstances, but Lady 
Melton was not fond of discussing imaginary 
cases, and he gained no enlightenment. 

“*] think I shall go and epend Christmas with 
my husband's cousin, the present Lord Melton,” 
she said, one day, ‘‘I had a most pressing invi- 
tation from his wife this morning. She included 
you, of courses, Leonard; but £ doubt if you 
would find it congenial, Lord Melton is devoted 
to a country life, and spends most of his time 
pottering over the estate and counting his cab- 
bages or whatever elee happens to be Foie, 
and his wife has no ideas beyond soup kitchens 
and charity blankets, proeperity fs quite thrown 
. away upon those two. If only I had had a son 

and they had remained pisin Mr. and Mrs, 
Melton, with seven hundred a year and a few 
acres of land, I believe they would have been 
zouch happier,” 

“Of course, I will go to Yorkshire if you 
wish it, aunt,” the young man sald, dutifully ; 


¥ | yet Portland 





“bat I own the prospect does not sound allur- 


I don’t wish 10,” she said, practically, ‘I 
believe you would be wretched, and I am sure 
you are not the sort of young man the Meltons 
would of. When once I give out that 
Tam into Yorkshire alone, will have a 
dozen Day, 
or, of course, you can have any one you like 


Leonard 
of 
on, 


tamoment. He saw no clear 

two hundred pounds In 
or even a sufficient tion of it as to 
the ra emcee ols « 


Clearly he was not so 
indispensable to her as he had imagined. 

“How long shall you stay t” he frquired. 

“Only till after New Year’s Day. I am 
engaged to a party on the 4th of January.” 

Then she a be back before the fata! pro- 
tlssory note fell due. Leonard hardly knew 
whether to be glad or sorry. 

Lady Melton elected to travel on the eighteenth 
of December, so as to reach her cousin’s before 
the crush of Christmas travelling began. In 
= of fact, the fashionable widow ought to 

ye been known as the Dowager Lady Melton, 
and she-was so described ‘in all correct journals ; 
but the wife of the reigning Earon had been seen 
so little in London, and was such a nonentliy 
compared to her brilliant relative, that most of 
the widow's friends forgot there wa: any Lady 

ton but herself, 

Leonerd drove to King’s-cross to see his aunt 
off, as in duty bound. wae singularly silent 
on the wort He was not naturally heart- 
less, but the would come into his head that 
the easiest way out of his difficulties would be, 
if Providence, in the shape of a railway acci- 
dent, or a cold brought on by Yorkshire winds 
was pleased to remove Lady Melton from this 
lower world. She was a very independent per- 
sop, and rarely employed a lawyer. Leo 
doubted if anybody would be able to affirm— 
much less to prove—that she had not been s 
party to the transaction with Solomon, If his 
aunt died her executors would have to pay the 
oe Sponge Bo ff the erg on 
Leon ing the obligation, why, legacy 
she so often to would enable him to 
ao. It wasan awful thought to desire 
of one who had never shown him 
kindness. Leonard felt ashamed of 
Prison loomed before 
clearly in bie dreams, He was in such a d 
perate plight that, like a drowning man, he 
regdy to catch at 
Lady” Melton herself alluded to her death. 

" make strange wills,” she said, sud- 
denly, when th 
“ My husband 


come reverts to the reigning Lord Melton. 
can’t make a rich man of you, , even, 
if I live to be a hundred.” 

Leonard went back to Cadogan-place in the 


POOR LITTLE COLUMBINE. 


—0i— 
(Continued from: page 224.) 
For the first time since he left the road he 


pauses, 

Standing his gun against a tree, he lifts bis 
straw hat and mops his flushed face with his 
pocket- handkerchief, 

In that kindly face and those ‘cheery, brown 

Mortimer 


eyes we 
Throwing his bat on the turf, he looked round 
for some sign of haman life or habitation, but 
trees and rocks, and a wild undergrowth of 
gorse, were the only objects to be seen, 
He listened, The summer’s noonday hum of 
with a sleepy murmor 
The sharpening of hook, 
and the distant song of the reaper came from 
far-off cornfields, blending with the tingle of 
sheep rae the many ag hago 
Patt fingers to ips, be gave vent to 
en whistle, then listened. No answer 


"Oh! I know.” 
“ They will think some accident has befallen 
me. 


“If you will climb up here, I'll show you 
the way. I know Mr. Archer, and so docs 


Mortimer commenced breasting the hill as fast 
as the gorse would permit him. 

On the above him stood a young gir! fo 

brown holland dress; with scarlet sath sod 
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ton, his face is the picture of horror, He started 


violently, uttering an ejsculation of surprise and | goes. 


"What fs the matter You look frightened 
Why do you stare 80 

sir ; naughty dog 1” 
Down, a isd sharted 40 his fest, nd was bark 
ing loudly at Mortimer Lytton. 

“TI beg your young lady. You think 
me very ru 3 but when I looked at you 
1 was quite startled. I thought the dead had 

to life a 
peep, pale? Mamma told me 
this morning thatI looked more like a dairy-maid 
than a young lady.” 


At of silvery laughter rang out, and 
wae far away among 8. 
Mortimer Lytton very sheepish before 


ho died two , bat now 
ae you ante, there 0 a difference. You could 
not possibly be my 
pass for her younger 


laugh. 

 Tadeed I shofld like 
young lady, Are an artist!” she asks, 
archly, and with > ek 
the beautifal mouth and teeth of the young 
columbine. 

“Tam not an artist,” he says, 
qiestion, “I love art, and am 
bay up all the rare bits T can get.” 

“How nice! How I sh like to see your 
collection. Bab you are now on 
Downs. You have lost 
to set you right. You have 
collection some day for this. You 
those red-brick chimneys rise 
tops? That is our house. It 
Place. You have not told me your name; mine 


oe ee 

"oO 1 I bave heard thet 
Dg ee A 

denly, and gasing at her with a puzzled ex- 


“That's very likely ; paps is so well-known 
about here, you know.” ; 
“ What is your papa’s name?” 


* Sir John C , of Chesney Place, Sussex, 
the girl answered, with a natve smile. 


“And Chesney was the lady’s name 
whe was op tals gen Gal Whe ME Se0 ems 
ago,’ 


i 
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CHAPTER Xt. 


Tr wae the girl’s turn to be starled now, 
“Her name was Chesney ! 
her brown eyes 

the should be so 
name! You say 
So would my elder 
Come along, mamma 
got to. I must tell 
who was co like tome. It will 
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“ Lytton. My name is Lytton.” 


“Well, Mr. Lytton, you see that gate! If it- 





is padiocked you will have to climb ft. Here 


And without waiting to see if the gate was 
locked, Miss Mabel Chesney ran at it, and In the 
most tinledylike manner flung herself over with 
the of an athlete. 

* Now, Sailor,” she calla from the other side, 
and as the dog follows her over the gate her 
merry laugh out. 

“Taere, Mr. Lytton, can you do that!” she 
vont asshe gathered the scattered flowers from 

at, 

“With your permission I would rather go 
through the gate ; it is not locked,” he answered, 
fn a subdued tone, for he had been very grave 
since Mabel Chesney told him about her sister 
, was pene in her infancy. a 

pus gate open, and found himeelf 
in a gravel walk winding throagh a shrubbery, 
where scarlet roses glowed like spote of fire In the 
July sunshine, The walk led out on the lawn 
through the centre of which a broad carrtage drive 
led from the lodge to the principal entrance. 

bs eed ae sitting under-that chestnut |” 
exclaimed Chesney, “and here's a fiy from 
the station. I wonder who's in it? Ah! perbaps 
it pte tse | nurse from a 

skipped towards garden-chair 
under the chestnat, where a gentleman was 
seated reading a newspaper. 

He was a tall, robust, handsome man, with s 
bright, clear complexion, and fine blue eyes, 
Hia hair, once a ~— golden, was now thickly 


iP 
See, papa!” cried Mabel, running forward, 
cheeks and eyes aglow, and hair tossing on the 
light breeze. “See, I've brought you another 
This gentleman has lost his way. 
come from Grasemere.” 
You are welcome to Chesney, sir. You are 
ata at Mr. Archer’s,” says the Sussex barone 
“ 
M 


rf 


toward Lytton. 

Yes; Iam on a short visit to Mc, Arche: 
is Lytton—Mortimer Lytton, I had 
lost way and had been wandering abont 
half-an-hour without regsining the high road, 

“Ah! M et aht mseolte i ons 
y iy one or 
here in the week; ‘her stray 


and you must be hungry, if you will do me 
sao bonne of Gite with us I'll drive you over 
to Grassmere in the evening.” 


cannot stay. They will be anxious about me,” 

* Oh, papa ! Mr, Lytton has known a young 
lady who resembled me very much, name 
was Chesney ?”* 
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pantomime season since she was 

rourdered, jast as she reached home, after 
columbine at the Frivolity, 

! Murdered! And has the murderer 
and t to jastice 1” demanded 
he at a door at the end of the 

held, it open for his chance visitor to 
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and shadows and quaint reflections on the polikhed 
floor, whereon several costly skine were spread, 

“Be seated, Mr, Lytton,” said the Suseex 
Barouet, pushing a heavy morocco chair towards 
hie guest, 


“The murderer of Miss Lorrimer was never 
brought to justice, although a very large reward 
wes offered for the murderer's apprehension.” 

“ But did you know the lady's parents!” 

‘No, I understood that they had been 
drowned. She never knew them.” 

“Was her real name Chesney ?” 

** So the woman who brought her up stated,” 

"The woman who brought her up '” 

" Yes... Everybody thought she was the girl's 
mother, but she told the truth after the murder. 
I was present when she confided the affair too 
friend of mine. She was urged to do 20 by fear, 
but my friend and I have kept the secret. They 
were wrecked fn a fog when crossing from Calais 
to Dover, her master and mistress, their Infant 
daughter and herself. She, with the baby, was 
lowered Into a boat, but the parente were acol- 
dentally prevented from following, avd she 
believes they perished. Mrs, Lorrimer is still 
living.” 

** Ah, here fe Lady Chesney! I am glad you 
are come, How pale you are looking! Is 
Marion worse f” 

"No, But what is this Mabel hae been telling 
me about a young lady bearing the name of 
Florence Chesney!” eaye the lady, very much 


agitated. 

“ My dear, this gentleman telle me that Ellen 
Lorrimer is alive,” Sir Jobn said, gently. 

© Oki But the young girl you knew, whad 
about her?” she cried, clasping her white hands. 

"My dear Margaret, the young girl thir gentle- 
man knew Is dead.” 

* And her name was——” 

* Florence Chesney.” 

“Dead, dead” cried the lady. “ Well, it is 

etter so. She ls better dead than knowing and 
loving another woman as her mother.” 

"Bat my dear Margaret. we do not know 
that this girl was our Florence,” said the 
Baronet, in a tone of appeal. 

“Did you know Etien Lorrimer!” she asked, 
turning to Mortimer Lytton. 

“Oh yes, madam; but I don’t know where 
she ie now.” 

“I must find Eilen Lorrimer. You will help 
me to find her, will you not? Dear me! Mabel, 
whatever is the matter?” this as her daughter 
entered the room hurriedly. 

“Ob! mamms,do come! Aunt Marion is so 
bad. Her new nurse is with her, but she is 
coughing so dreadful.” 

‘Dear me!” sald Sir John. “I have just 
telegraphed to St. Petersburg for her husband. 
She may die before Townley reaches England,” 

** What did you say, Sir John? Townley— 
Marion! Are you speaking of Mr. and Mrs, 

Townley?” 

“Yes. Do you know them?" 

“ He ls my oldest and dearest friend.” 

“ Mre, Townley is Lady Chesney's half-sister,” 
observes the Baronet. 

"Oh, indeed! That’s another surprise; but I 
did nob know era of her family except 
herself, I would like to see Mra, Townley, Whad 
ie her complaint ?” 

“T fear, consumption. She has been pining 
away during the last two years. Townley has 
been travelling all the time, and Marion has been 
living fn Fiorence since her father’s death. She 
arrived here a week ago, and we sent to London 
for Sir William Clarkson, He says she cannot 
last long; she suffers from heart disease, and 
msy die from fright or excitement. 
Poor Marion, she is one of the richest women fn 
England, and one of the most unhappy.” 

As he finished speaking Mabel entered, flashed 
ect Tae please send for Dr. Walk 

g ! papa, or Dr. Walker. 
Shall I tell James to saddle Red Bess, and ride 
over? And will you please go to mamma in 
aunt’s bedroom 1” 

* Ts your aunt no better?” 

* No, papa—worse.” 

“Tell James to saddle the mare, and go at 
once ; axd tell htm to call at Grassmere on his 
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" Yes, I will, Mr. yoy Shan answered Sir John, 
as be went out, closing the door behind him. 


CHAPTER XIl. 
Tew minutes later, as Mortimer Lytton stood 


a bust of Byron, Sir J Chesney 
aad to,the library. 


"* Come pa ip please, Mr. Lytton, My wife 
wishes to ask you a few questions, bub she can- 
not leave-her sister, You'll seo if Mra, Townley 


will. recognise, you.” 

followed Sir John from the 
library.across the spacious hall, and up the broad 
ataincase along a a k at a door, 


which was opened. by ,a maid-servant., The 
Baronet Jed the way all two luxurlously- 
furnished rooms, onl. pausing at the door of a 


» tapped gently. 
“ihe ee putes by Lady Cheaney her- 


ge 
“Ab, Mr. Lytton; I told my sister that you 
Wore here, and as.soon as she beardyour name 


“Indeed! We were very good friends.” 

“Your name conjared up unpleasant memo- 
ries, perhaps, She was very fond. of Townley 
but. your friend, Mr, Saad aid not behave well 
tor her, . Look at her. now, aad. see if you can 


—~ the Marion Townley of two years 


 Methien approached the couch on which lay 
the inanimate form of a woman, with closed eyes 
and: deathly white face, and a quantity of pale 
yellow hair, 

‘Ts that Mrs. Dormer Townley? . Good 
Heayen | she looks more than forty years old! ” 
he exclaimed in su 

* Poor Marion! she bas been almeys ailing,” 
aid Sir John. 

** Poor lady ! am sorry!" murmured Lytton, 
pa he gag:d on the poor, deserted, neglected 

6, 


“T often think that Marion suffers; from some 
mental trouble that baffles medical skill,’ said 
her ladyship, “There i—she is opening. pes 
eyes. I-wonder if she will know you. on, 
fate iy you better? Do you know Mr. Lytton, 

“Mr, Mortimer Lytton? Yes.” 

Her pale face flushed painfully'as she hela’ ‘out 
one thin white hand to her husband's friend. 
Mortimer tock her thin band in his, and raieed 
it to his lips reverentially, Her maid Fifino 
cee her to a sitting posture, and supported 

Or 50. 

She raized her pale blue eyes to his face. 

“T have not seen him once. since that awful 
night!” she moaned. “ But you will see him 
some day. Ob, will you tell him—ah! I can- 
not tell him what will make him curse.me in my 
grave, Ah! that face, and-—— 

She opened her eyes In a wide stare at some 
one or somethiog behind Mortimer.:. He turned, 
and stood face to face with Mra. Lorrimer, 

His amazement was so great that he uttered a 
loud ery, and staggered back. 

“* How, do. you ne Me,. Lytton” she said, 


extendi her thin hand to him. . 
ty, hes Is it. possible?” 


“ You are surprised to ees me, Me,’ Lytton!” 

“How ie it you are ;here, Mes,, Lorimer} "’ he 
ie eo sith nd 

“The ¥ out 
of .a situation, Dr; sith Sindy om tm here as 


nurse to ad Chesney's ister, Mrs... Dormer 
Townley.” 


“Then you know Mre, re Towaley a 
*' Oh, yes | I know her, 


“ Why, it was the sigh of" you, that terrified 
her just now.” 


‘* Yes, Mc, Lytton. When Mra. Townley first 


she saw me enter the room -just now ebe had 
another turn,” said Mrs, Lorrimer, with a 
peculiar smile, as she held up her right hand ; 
and Mortimer Lytton saw over her black kid 
glove the same ring she showed him nearly two 
years before, 

There it was, with its sinister ruby cross and 
flashing diamonds, 

"And why should the sight of that ring 
agitate Mrs, Townley 1” 

** Because the ring is hers.” 

* Just the reason why she should be glad to 
see fi, You will have to restore it, of course |” 
“Shall I tell you where I found this riog $” 
“Obi. no—no—no! Mr, Lytton, for my 
husband's sake, do not hear her! She ie mad— 
she fs mad!” 

Ie was Mrs. Townley who spoke, or rather 
shrieked, ae she started up in a sitting posture 
on the couch, all her long feir hair falling loose 
over her shoulders. 

** What on earth does it all mean!" exclaimed 
Mortimer, in accents of deep distress, ; 

. Why, it is Elen Lorrimer i’ cries Lady 
Chesney, wildly. “Speak, woman! Are you 
not. my ‘old servant, Ellen Lorrimer, who 1 
thought had been drowned with my baby nine- 
teen years ago? Speak—is it not so}” and her 
ladyship shook the woman so viclentiy as to 
nearly throw her down, 

‘*Yes—-oh | .yes, Miss Margaret--I mean, 


Lady Chesney. I am that wnost unhappy 
woman! . I~” 
"' Where is my child }” 


“Oh, Lady Chesney ! she is dead, and thers 
is her murderess |. Your own sister; my lady! 
Look @b her. to ——- little: hands, pre long 
white fingers that gathered.round my dariing’s 
throat, and pe at 6 her young )ife out |. I found 
this diamond. ring in.the. far ‘round my poor 
girl’s neck |” 
Mee. Townley: xprang aip.in bed, with, her 
hands clasped wildly, and gave utterance to one 
i plercing, never-to- “be-forgotten shriek, and 
fell back lifeless | 
She never rallied. A. blood-vessel’ was rup- 
eee and: she: died almost. imme-' 
2. v 


* * a 7 


It fs 3 warm, June sugset, three years later. 
Lady Chesney is rene. the. fashionable. 
world ia her 

At an open ge on. @ balcony 
filled . with y Hayy a mrs and gentleman. are 


seated. ‘The lady is wp, 30006 and, very lovely. 

" You are cghea forty, day, aweet Mabel, and I 
am nearly t me jask you once, 
agaia if you you oat ever regret wedding 


& man so many years your senior |" 

“Never, dear Mortimer—never! ” 

Rn stooped and kissed the golden curls on her 
white 

‘The one trouble of my life. now Js to know 
that Townley is buried in that foreign land. 
Thank Heaven! he will never know of that 
awful revelation.” 

“When we return from our honeymoon; 
Mortimer, you must take me to. the Frivolicy, 
where my sister played columbine ; and though 
my sister is now ia the family vault at Chesney I 
should like you to pen me to Brompton .Ceme- 
tery to see the they buried Olymph, 
the victim of A io '3'Venagance |” 


[rae £ND ] 








THE longest plants in the world are séaweéd, 
One tropical and sub-tropical variety is known 
which, when it reacheg its full devélopnient, is at 
least 600%t. io length, Seaweeds do not recelva 
any nourishment from the yy ab the bottom 
or borders of the sea, but ofly from air and 
wane matters, ays in, Sdlution,jn the, sea: 
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CHAPTER XVI.—(continued.) 


"You shali never know loneliness , dear 
aunt,” murmured Claire. . "To m every 
nee of your life happy will be our oly 


“Thank you, my dear,” replied Miss Harris, 
tremulousl 

“ You shall live with us always, if you will, 
aunt,” sald Trixy, “and be one of the familly. 
You may have my boudoir all to yourself, and I 
will,take the small spare room next to it.” 
cae Se PERE ES - said Misa Harris, 


Mra, Pomeroy had sy iy getting the hand. 


some guest-chamber ready for y bine. 
woman; She entered just in time.to. overhear 
Trizy’s last remark, 

‘' Miss Harris shall have a handsomer 
boudolr than yours, Trixy,” her mother, 
* The entire sulte of rooms on floor is at her 


disposal, if she will only allow us to persuads her, 
to remain with us, My dear daughters, you must 
edd your cntreaties on this point to.your father’s 
“SS Recens 

* How can I ever repay you for your deep in- 
terest in a lone body like me?” murmured Miss 


The eyes of the ls and those of their mothe: 
met; but they did not dare express in words ths 
thought.,that had.lesped simultaneously into 
their minds at her words, 

‘* You have had no one to look after your ward. 
robe, dear Aunt Harris,” said Mre.. Pomeroy ; 
“go do, I beseech you, accept some of my gowns 
until you desire to lay them aside for fresher 


ones,” 
Tam bewildered by 50 much kindness,” 
faltered Mise Harris.. And she was more be- 
wildered still at the array of silke satine and 
any laces with which the three deluged 


The very finest. rooms in the house. were giver 
her, Miss Trixy made her a strong punch with 
her own hands, '* just the way.she she liked 
it,” and Claire bathed her face in fragrant cologne, 
and tried.on a lace-night-cap with. great deal of 
fuss. 
Some one came in to turn down the night-lamp 
a little later on—a quiet, slender figure in a dark 
brown gown, It va not oat ee Pomeroy, nor was 
it eitherof her daugh 
“ Whoare you ae sked Misa Harris, perceiving 
at. glance that she was evidently no servant of 
the household, A sweet, pale, wan face was 

wast toward her, 

“Tam Agnes Pomeroy,” replied a still sweeter 


* Dear me!” exclaimed, Miss ta, “I never 
heard that there were three ‘daughters in this 
family.” yo § could see, even iu dim light, 
ee bec Riak ham ateal quickly over the wan, white 


i am 8 daaghter by my father's first mann 
tage,” answered ae EO ‘ My stepmother 
et Select mest adinens mention, me to sny- 


wether wasno suspicion of ‘malice in her tone, 
only sadness A dry bgp i. sme gat press save @ 
OTs wb wee iay, rik jolly Trixy, who ee 


next -Glaire insisted 


hed -inguired. the hb bet to her 
Pee Bag gone ye ghee 


Mee eecnmres 
Claire brought.a hassoek.dor cher tee’, 


arid Mrs..Pomeroy a silken searf,.to. protect her 
Lom the’ Weaktent draught trom, the 12 





pte yy lll ono 





caught eight. of me an hour ago-she caught 
sight of this ring, and fainted ‘right off, When 


CHROMIC PRDIGEBTION end | and ite attendant windows. . need 
Se tye = 


said Miss Harris, smilliog 





Bry Hons olare,groroamocia” Gums tl 







throvglvher tears. 
She could scarcely eat her oe Trixy 
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' Tae gext few » that. ; 
dream to Mies Harrie, Everyone was so kind 
end considerate 4t seemed that-ahe was living in 
another. world, §. w t& 


a th | fc) ewed boa nee ou 


knew there: was @ prospect of wealth for them 
from any other source, 

BB a = nce her make. 
ister xy cireae, lafre, me 
“She ought not to get both fortunes, She will, 
come into ® fortune 


‘marry. 
ing Philip,» Desmond, (Why. shonid you want: 
her to have. Miss Harris's too? You 


money 

ought to~In ‘that eccentric “ola lady 

ieenhapedites to me.” A “” 
“ Hash | rs, Fwnae Mies Harris. might hear 

you,” warned her’ mother, 


down the corridor to-jofn the famlly in the 
general pei ard anf always Insisted. 
a (overheard Miss. Claire's 


She stopped short, the happy light dying from 


her eyes, and the leaving her cheeks. 


“Greab Heaven! have I been deceived after 


| you I am pleasing 


in our house, and all of mamma's 
eae 
| wratty she had evoked, 


. because I had somehow hoped you would care for 
|| me for myself, even though my money was gone, 


is, | talotog » pauper!” 








Mrs, Pomeroy and her eldest. daughter Claire 
had left yo pg ony eg alone was there, 
on a. divan, ‘ ia curl-papera, 
the latest French novel) ..- . 

On her entering, down went thé hock, and 

Trixy sprang up, her face wreathed in s.niles. 
““IT- was just. wondering if you were lonely or 
taking a nap,” she murm sweetly. ‘Do 
comé right In, Miss Harris, and let me draw the 
nicest @asy-chair in the room up to the cool 

window for you and make you comfortable.” 
“How considerate. you are, my dear child,” 
ly hating herself for 
girl could diesemble. 


**T have ss long a time to spare as you wish, 
dear Miss Harris,” she murmured. “A girl 
friend of mine wrote me that she would call for 
me to go driving through the Park with her thie 
afternoon, but I shall give it wp for the pleasant 
hour'I anticipate spedding with you.” 

' “Tedanot a falr exchange,” sighed Mire Harris: 
“You had ‘better go and take your ride; my 


can wait, 

“ By no means,” declared T:ixy. “‘ In pleasing 

myselfy I-assure you.” - « 

Miss Harrie looked . wistfully at the bright 
young face. Would the tale she had to'tell affect 
the girl’s affection for her? She hoped not. 

Trizy brought a hassock, and, placing it at her 
feet, eat down upon it, and rested her elbows on 
‘Miss Harris’s chair, ‘ 

“Now,” she said, with a titikliog little laugh 
that most everyone liked to heatthe laugh that 
had given her the sobriquét jolly T: 
among her companions—an a tion which 
bad ever since clung to her,“ now I'am ready 
to liaten*to whatever you have to tell me.” 

After a long pause, which seemed terribly irk- 
some to Trixy, Harris slowly eaid : 

4*f thipk I may at well break ‘right into the 
subject that’ is on my mind, and troubling me 
greatly, without beating around the bush.” ©“ 

ie will ‘¢ertainly be’ the ‘best way,” mur: 
mur a ea IEH WOE EG sage 

‘* Well, then, my dear,” sald Mies Harris; with 
harsh abruptuess, “I @nr afraid I ani living in 
this house under falee colours.” 

Trizy’s blue eyes opened wide. She did not 
know what to say. . keas ph 

“ The truth is, child, I am not the rich woman 
people credit me with being, 1 did not tell you 
that I had lost my entire fortune, and that I was 
reduced to penury and want—ay, I would have 
been reduced to starva' if you. had not so 
kinily taken me fn and done for me,” 


“ t1 You have lost your great fortune? 
You are .penniless?*  fatr Trixy, 
springing to her feet and ,1 with amazs- 
ment into the wrinkled face 


= : ‘ & we ; 

“Miss Harris, nodded assent, inwardly asking 
Heaven to pardon her for this, deliber- 
ate falachoct. . * wie i 


“And you came here to us, got the best rooni 
clothes, 

a Harris fatrly trembled under the storin of 
“T—T did not mention ib when I first came, 


dear child. : 
A sneering, scornful lavgh broke from Trixy's 
lips, a glare hateful to behold fisshed yg 


e8. ‘ 
Tou have deceived wus shamefully!” she 
cried. “How apgry papa and mamma and 
Claire will be to learn that we have been enter- 
you have been entertaining an angel 

‘Teixy did not heed her words, but went on 





. 


“Y stall propose to the faalty"to give yon foc. 


your ‘diemiasal in double-qnick, time, I. assure 

ou.” 
“Does, the want of. money make so great a 
difference in me |.” faltered Misa Harris. 

“IT wish you to understand that we don’t 
keep &:boarding-house for tramps |” Trixy cried 
ebrilly ; adding: ‘‘ The sooner you take off that 
fine silk wrapper of mamma’s and get into the 
rags in which you came here, the better fb will 

for you.” ‘ 

‘*Trizy, little Trixy 1” sobbed Mies Harrir, 
** T—I have loved you “all your life, I—I had 
intended making you my heiress, I was always 
led to-helfeve, from your letters, that you had a 
great affection for me,” 

“It was'when I thought you were a woman 
worth millions that I wrote you that!” declared 
Trixy Pomeroy, with™almost brutal candour. 
“One can afford to toady to a rich woman, 
erpecially when there*areé ‘hopes of her dying 
soon and leaving one her money ; but a poor, 
dependent woman*hanging about fs a nuisance 
not te be tolerated. I may as well take the 
matter into my own hands and order you out of 
the house without waiting for the family to 
returm, “That will save them doing 20.” 

“Bat I am old, Trizy,” muttered Miss Harris, 
with a strange look In“her eyes. ‘And see ; 
it has Gommenced to rain very hard. Surely you 
will not turn me out into the terrible storm !” 


* Won't I1” demanded Trixy. ‘ What busl-° 


neers have beggars to be afraid of wind or 
weather? You'll have to get along like all 
other beggars,” 

“Heaven forgive you, girl, for showing so 
little heart!” exclaimed Miss Harris, rieing 
slowly to her feet. 

**] shall take no saucy remarks from you!” 
ctied Trixy, harshly. “Come, make haste! 
Take off those fine clothes, and be gone ‘ns fast 
as you can!" 

“But T have nothing to put on,” said Miss 
Harris. 

Trixy Instantly touched the. bell, and when 
the maid came in response to her summons, ehe 
said, quickly,— 

“Bring me that bundle of clothes mamma 
laid out for you to give to the charity. collector 
to-day.” 

Wonderingly the maid. brought. the” bnadle, 
and she wondered. still more when Mis Trixy 
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| TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING. 
| See Id. Guide 259 yages), Dd. Kow to oven « 
Store, 
Gotedsqncen 


bd . , LOBACOCOFIBSTA’ 

Otrrirtias Co, 196, Euston Reed, London. 

fitted up. Meti- | The i and house (50 years’ repute- 
raAtes } thon ). Bag OT, MYBks, 


free. 

‘TO THE DEAF. 

A Gentieman who.cured himself of Deafnessand 
Noises in the Head after fourteen years’ suffering, 
will gladly send full particulars of the remedy on 
receipt of stamped addressed-envelope. Address 
H. Crrrrox, Amberley House, Victoria Embank- 
ment, London, W.C. 


1,000 GOLD WATCHES 











FREE. 
; To, introduce our now celebrated 
‘ Soap to 1,000 more readers of this paper 








we have decided to give away 1,000 
30LD WATCHES ABSOLUTELY 
FREE OF COST. These Watches are 
REAL GOLD HALL-MARKED, aud 
at retail would cost upwards of FIVE 
GUINEAS. i you wart on 

write to us without delay. 
With your letter send us Is 
Postal Order, for which we 
Will send you a tablet of Dr. 
Garland’s Facial Soap and our 
offer on complying with which 
the Watch will be sent free 
by registered post. Wo have 
overwhelming testimony that 
our Facial Soap is the best 
ever offered to the British 
public, and ouridea forgiving 
away the Watches is that you 
may talk about us among 
your friends, and recommend 
our foap wherever possible 

Miss H, Huy, Potbridge, 
Odiham, Hants, writes : “The 
gold wateh strived quite safe this morning, Fam very pleased 
With it.“ Many thanks to you for sending it,.”-—MAY, GARLAND 
ASD OO. (Dopt. 195), Cheltenham House, 15; Moptimer Ptrect 




























































Pea Peake 
Ba SANS eee. Sew 


—— 
z 


ina 
Pi 


bass = 
=. . 
RS ic 


pS en 


+ noe 
pometee 


te 
yan 2 
ae 


~. 
a 


Bhs gta 





Fu es 


ane 


ioe 
<> 


aid 


Te . 


ass 


= 


TREELEY 
ory os moe 


sre > 


? ua 
‘ eae 


4 aioe ide tsttr 


te oe 


= 
eo es 


Se 


Ae 
o> 



















236 





THE LONDON READER. 





June 18, 1898, 











ordered her to go down to the. servants’ hall 
and not to come up antil she wag called for, 
“Now, then,” she cried, harshly, after the 





























“But the, storm!” persisted Miss 
-piteously. “Oh, Trixy, at least leb me stay 
until the storm has spent its fury !” 

‘*Not an instant!” cried Trixy peered 

dragging her from the room oe do 
pom So to the main door, which she flung open, 
thrust her victim through it, and out Into the 


storm. 
























































CHAPTER XVIIL 


Ir Trixy Pomeroy had taken the trouble to 
lock out after the trembiing old woman she had 
thrust so unceremoniously into the raging storm, 
she would not have gone up to her own rocm 
with euch a self-satisfied smite on her face, 

Just as that little scene was taking place, a 

































































brovgham, drawn by a pair of ited horses, 
was being driven rapidly down street, and 
was peomnl abreast of the house as this extra- 
ordinary little drama was being 








enacted, 

me commnnt or cane the deve to arg 
t omeroys’ house, out of 
window, he had seen with amezement the whole 
occurrence—had seen Trixy Pomeroy who had 
always posed before him as a sweet-tempered 
angel—actually thrust a feeble-looking, poorly- 
dressed woman out of the house and into the 
street to fave a storm so wild and pitiless that 
most people would have hesitated before even 
turniug a homeless, wandering cur out into it, 

Dr. Desmond’s carriage drew up quickly before 
the curbstone, and as he epran cng, ay me the vehicle, 
his astonishment can better than 
described at finding himself face to face with 
his friend, Miss Harris, and that it was she who 
had been so summarily, The eoul 
pee — for joy when she beheld the young 
p 








































































































**My dear Mise Harris!” he cried, In arvaze- 
ment, “ what in the name of Heaven does the 
scene I have just witnessed mean }” 

“7 Take vee Mey carriage, and —— down 
street t is, if you are notin a hu te 
make « professional call.” ti 

Philip Desmond lifted the drenched, tremblip 












































ba ree rolled down the avenue. 
ging to his strong young arm, _ Harris 
wee between her amiles and 




















ite disastrous endin; 
was poor instead of seek cual to lew 
had heaped upon her, which ended by throw 
her into the street. 

She told all, keeping back nothing, Uttle 
dreaming that — Desmond knew the Pome- 

roys, and, least all, that Trixy wae his 
betrothed. 


He listened with darkening brow, bis stern 
lips set, =, re jovial, laughiog face 
strangely whi 

What could ‘he ssy to her? He dared nob 
give vent to his bitter thoughts, and denounce 
the girl he was in honour bound to give his 
name and shield from all the bingy di remarks. 

“You have learned your lesson, Miss Harris,” 




























































































he said, slowly, ‘ Now be content to return to 
your own | us home and its comforts, a 
sadder and wiser woman.” 








**T have nob tested all yet,” she returned. 
" There is yet another tamiiy, whose address I 
have recently discovered after the most patient 
search, I had a cousin by marrisge who ran off 
with a eea-captain, She died, leaving one child, 


THE HUMAN HAIR: Its Restoration and Preser- 


cal 
Superfiuous Hair, &c. 
from Dr. HORN, Hair 





















































































tears, all that had | kindly 


daughter. The father no longer follows 
the sea, but lives at home with the girl, follow- 
the trade of ba:rket-making,at which he is 
5. igh he sepa cag ha zane 

ne,” 

Philip Desmond started violently. The colour 
came and went in his face, his strong hands 
trembled. He was thankful she did not notice 
his emotion. 

“The man’s name is John Davis,” sbe went 
on, reflectively, “and the girl’s is Lolz. A 
strange name for a girl, don’t you think so!” 


‘A beantiful name,” he , with much 
feeling ; “and T should think girl who bears 
ft might have all the sweet, womanly graces you 
long to-find in a human being.” 


Miss Harris gave him the street and number, 
which he knew but too well, and asked him to 
drive her within a few doors of the place where 
she would alight, 

When she was #0 near her destination that 
oo did ge have time to ask questions, he said, 

mars know this family—the old basket-maker 
and his daughter. I attended him in a recent 
illness, They seem very worthy, 
confidence. ‘There is a wor 
between thie young Lois, and the one ioe 
describe as Miss Bea’ soca Please don’t 

mention that you know me, Miss Harris, if you 
would do me a favour,” he added, as she alighted. 

She did not attach any importance to the 
words then; but there came a time when she 

looked back to that hour, and [thought of them 
in a strange and puzzling light. 

“Tt is well to have found this Pomeroy girl In 
her true colours,” Miss Harris muttered to her- 
self as she-tolled wearily up the ateep and narrow 
stairway to the Davis's apartments. ‘‘‘Jolly' 
Trixy Pomeroy she used to éign her little letters 
tome, She ought to have signed them ‘ Vixen’ 
Trixy Pomeroy. That lation would have 
sulted her much better. I wonder if this Lols 
Davis ia of the same stamp. If] find that she is, 
ru leave my money to some charitable institu- 


The landing was so dark she could hardly 
discern where the door was on which to knock, 

She heard the sound of voices a moment later. 
This sound guided her, pow) plrmagg~ Bag $s 
at a door which was slightly sjar. She hear 
someone eay from within,— 


" Someone fa repping at the door, Lofs, Send 
ays ae todos 2 he sight of a neighbour's 
wen or her senseless gossip, would drive me 


Cy 


rT shall not invite anyone in if {t annoys you, 
fether,” answered a sweet, musical voice. 
t the door-frame, 
was like who had so 


volce, 
There was the soft frow-frou of a woman’s 
skirts, the door was , and a tall, slender 
young girl stood on threshold, looking in- 
quiringly into the stranger's face. 


“T am nes Ba for the home of John Davia 
and of his dau ” sald Mise Barris. 
“This, ia J 's home, and I am his 


daughter, Lols,” maid ‘the young girl, courteously, 
oo ae before her was poorly 


“Won't you invite me In for a few moments }” 
asked Miss Harris, wistfully. “I heard what 
someoue, your father probably, sald about not 
wanting to see anyone just now. But I cannot 
— come again, and it is rainipg torrents out- 

8, 

“Yes, you may enter, and remain until the 
storm abates,” said Lois, cheerfully. ‘ My father 
would not let anyone leave his door in such a 

storm ae this, Pray come in, madam.” 

“To is kind of you to say ‘madam’ to a 
creature like me,” sighed the # stranger, following 
the girl Into the poorly furnished and ecru- 
pulously neat apartment. 

Lois smiled. 


“When I was very young, one of the first 
lessons my dear mother taught pod o to be 
polite to everyone,” she returned, q 

“You look like mother, ae a eee,” sald 
Mise Harris, b “II was sfiraid you 
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“Did you know nay mother?” exclaimed 
Lois, clasping her , snd lookin 
eagerly at the stranger {n coarse, ill-fitting 


gown. 

~ “Yes, may dear; I knew her years ago, when 
we were both young girls, She looked then as 
you do now, I was distantly related to her, in 
fact. , II was wealthy in those days, but 1 
have since lost all my money, and am now re- 
duced to penury--ay, to want,” murmured the 
shabbily-dreseed woman. 

Lols sprang forward excitedly. 


in the eyes of the world, when I had money, but 

despised now that I am reduced and in want.” 
In a moment. Lois’ arma 

sud tears were falling from the girl's beautiful 


dark eyes. 
“Oh, do not say that, dear Miss Harris |’ 


z 


cried. “I love you because my mother loved 
you in the days are past, does not 
and the loss of it cannot lessen 


will.” 

“No, no, Lois,” replied Mies “you 
have mou to earn bread for.” 

“One more not signify,” declared Lois, 
“and your beneath this roof would 


do, He may not want to & tramp’s 
bearing. bomen” ah ated, aulatner F 
“Father will be to think as I do,” 








Wairsr : ‘*’Ere’s the bill-of-fare, sir.” Farmer 
Hayriek : Well, no, thank ye. I don’t care to 
read it till after I've ’ad something to eat.” 

Hz: “Do you believe that germs can be 
wanemitted by kissing!” She: “I don’t know, 
but I’m very of aclentific experiments.” 

Jones: “I married my wife a month after she 
Poet me,” Brown: “And I married mine 


Mr. Hunger: “I have merely a peakin 
acquaintance with Miss Throckmorton. : 
Spatts: “You are lucky ; all her other 
acquaintances are acquaintancee,” 
‘* OF course,” observed the thin cyclist, water 
spel, ka eee adie “ Well,” the fat 
vw Ld 
ay wf puffing and blowing, “I 
Saran (yawning): “W-what’s trumps?” 
oo pro Rr fe t A wad 
up a 
ae ee ee that was.” ‘ 
“Irs man who persists as’ll rise in the 
world,” remarked Mr. , sententiously, 
yez,” replied Mr, Dolon, “ An’ fur 


Thrue fer 
f Of kin to the tombstone {fv a fri’nd 
+ peulel Se lie? tqeaataety sees 





Aw Irishman (twin brother to the one who| Mr. Lyncmand his friend were discussing family 


| swore “ By the powers, he'd never go into the | names and thelr history. “How did your name 


water till he could swim”) once putting on a| originate?” asked the friend. “ Ob, probably 
new pair of boots remarked, “Sure and sartin, | one of my ancestors was of the grasping kind 
I'll never be able to geb on those tnfarnal boots that you about so often, Somebody gave 
till P’ve worn ‘em at laist a wake.” him an ‘ ynch,’ and he took an ‘ L,’” 
¥ A Soxpricat hearer recently said tos minister, | Sommons took Charlle up and asked him if he 
How do you reconcile the teachings of the | was papa’s boy, He answered, ‘' Yes,” ‘* And 
Bible with the latest conclusions of science?” | you're mamma’s boy, too?” " Yes,” replied 
I haven’t seen this morntng’s papers neively | Charife. ‘‘ Well, how can you be papa’s boy 
replied the minister. ‘* What are the latest con- | and mamma’s both at the same time?” “Oh,” 
clusions of modern science ? ” replied Charlfe, quite indifferently, “can’t a 
Daresier : “In my opinion, a man who writes | Waggon have two horses |” 
an illegible hand does it because he thinks people | =—————=—==-—= ech. Ae MURR RR BIT: Ree” 
ate willing to puzzle over it. In other words, he 
is a mass of conceit.” Scribbler: " Not always, 
Sometimes s man writes iliegibly, not because he 
is conceited, but because he is modest.” Drib- 
: “Modest! What about?” Scribbler : 
” b his spelling.” ~ 
Brown: “Heavens! We are in for Ib now. 
Here comes Trotter, just back from a six months’ 
trip abroad; he'll bore us to death with his talk 
about ft,” (Groans from the rest) Trotter: 
Weil, boys, how are you sllf I have just re- 
turned from ® six months’ tour on the Con- 
tinent,” (More groans.) Iam just going to sit 
down here for two or three hours (more groans), 
and I want (groans) you to tell me all that has 
happened here while I was away.” (But they 
didn’t-—the shock was too great ) 
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Balmoral’ on the of Tusety,'vbe ape herg 
+ et her 


and Her Majesty Is to ai 
usual. summer residence. 
about Friday, July 15h, 
Tear and Teari'za ‘will =stshty” vie 
aah and ootians anibg 1 the autumn, 
be accompan on their journey 
hall caugttre Their Majesties will go from 
gaa to. Copenhegen on board their 
yacht. 


vath Ba 


‘Tus-Eeprose Eugéois will start. ear! in ‘Faly 
(ether having,pbid's "i.is t0'the Qoten at Wind. 
-sor-Castle) onm- cruise along the west coast. of 
Scotland och. staaen a. cht ‘Thistle; which is 
now. .se<Comea, and. she may. 
Norway. 2. > 


Tak Queen ag Se be pape to open the new 
road” which Is constructed between 
V.ctorls- grove = Whippinghass- road;~ The 
peo will take placa during the summer 

of ‘the Courd at Ovbvorne, probably 
about July 19th, and Princess Beatrice will be 
present with the Queen, 


Tue Duke of Teck is expeeted shortly at 
Stuttgart on a visit to the King of Wurtemberg, 
who-has placed a house; fir the neigh=f - 
bourhood of the Wiirtemberg” capital, at his 
disposal. Had the Duke's mother been of equal 
birth with his father, he would have been the 
next heir to the throne of Wiirtemberg. 


Tr fs understood that although Prince Arthur 
of Connaught and the young Duke of Albany 
are at Exon, Prince: Alexan rf rap eaenbers 
will not go to thé famous college, but, upon the’ 
completion of his private tultio will go atraight 
on board the Britannia, ee commence his 
$rainiug fora naval career, just as did his cousin, 
the Duke of York, 


Tae Duke of York ts In command of her 
Mojesty’s ship Crescent at Portamouth, The 
ship is commissioned for three months’ service, 
and wili.take.part.fa the mascuvres, after 
which there is every probability that his ho 
Highness will take the vessel for & short 
possibly to the Mediterranean. 


Tre health of the little Duke of Albany fe nov 
all that could be wished. He seems to have in- 
berited too large a share of his father’s delicacy, 
and {b is often plteous to see the weariness of 
his pale little face, Eton is far too rovgh a 
échool for him, and the ruddy mp ye his 
sturdy ccasin, Ptince»Arthur of Connaught, |: 
yoakes a very ‘striking contrash = 


HottanD will certainly be favoured as a 
holiday resort this year, The coronation’ of 
the young Queen Wilhelmina does net take 
place till September it is true, but the 
Hollanders are already beginning to assume a 
festive air, and it is certain b 
the holiday seseon sets in all Tiollecd wil 
be already en féie. The coronation Iteelf will 
be less picturesque than auch a ceremony 
usually fs in countries where there is an 
pate; but then the country and the people and 
the custome are 41] picturesque, and itis sure to be 
quaint and interesting to see mynheer’s rejoic- 
ings on @ grand écale, wa 


Tue Germtn Emperor snd’ Empreda “are 
expected at Hanover on the 2ad.of September, 
when their Majesties will reside..at.the..Royal 
Schloss and the Emperor will hold-a~-grand 
review of the garrison, The Emperor and 
Empress wil spend about a week in the 
neighbourhood in order to be present at the 
army maccouvres ia the Hanover and Minden 


districts. A great many Royal guests are 





expected this year at the German es ' 


mancuvres, including the Prince Regent. of 
Brunsewick, the King of Madretany the King 
of Saxony, the Reigning Prince of Schaumburg- 


Bo to }- 


STATISTICS. 


181 i 


Cxrcaco ts ssid to have 207. millionaites: | 


gout, 
THERE ate 109 women to every 160. aiegr in 
the world. 


i is estimated that. the amount of: water 
tated on the'globe annually in the form 
n, enow, &c., le 29,000 cubic miles, 
In 15 years .Rassia hassent 624,000: persons 
to Siberia, fully 100,000 .xelatives of prisoners 
Caen AEE anne gerne ae 


7s 


abies... sess ian | 





‘egg, {seek | ts 


THeRR is no sweeter repdte than that which 
fs bought with labour. 


He is happy whose circumstances sult: bite! 
og ; but he fs more excellent who can auld 

temper to apy ciroumetencs,. 
THovaaT and reapathy. fe often ae 
valuable than apy can. progare. | 
Both need continual Rclaslon to keep them | then 
wholesome and strong, 

Wa.should manage-our fortune as we do our 
health—enjoy it when good, be patient when 
it la bad, and never apply violent remedies ex- 
cept in an extreme necessity. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


OarmzaL Cages.—One cup of oatmeal, web 
with one cup of sweet milk ; soak overnight ; 
in the morning add a little salt, one tepspoonfal 
of baking powder, one egip enoggh sweet 
milk and a little cream to gems ; 
bake in gem pans in a quick oven. 


fone pa and pasate add a bet f 
poonfay! cup oE PaatS. a) 
» | ® cream, and then wad bee & 


or crumbs, and ‘try in hot lard. 

Gsruan Potato Satav.—Boil six good-sized 
potatoes; peel and slice while’ hot and pour over 
the following : Cut balf a pound of lean bacon in 
emall dice and fry ae Season potatoes with 

aalo, pepper, and, finely gliced onion, Mix 
poe, with the baried and then add half a 
cup of vinegar, Garnish with sliced hard- 
boiled eggs. 


Jerzy Caxe.—Two one cup of sugar, 
two tablespoonfuls of butter, one-half cup of 
eweet milk, one-half teaspoonful of soda, one tea- 
spoonful of cream of-fartar, and one and one- 
“halé.cups of flour ;-beat the eggs and sugar to a 
cream, and then ada the butter and milk ; put 
the cream of tartar and soda In the flour, and 
sift it in-the cake last, Bake in layers in a quick 
oven, and spread with jelly. 

Deuicious Apries Dumprinas —Make a paste 
with-» piece of butter about as large as an egg, 
melted in one ey vii of boiled mashed poteto, 
to which is added half a oe ae of boiled milk. 


Salt to taste and pour the mixed milk, potato and 
butter into flour a veer geen win 
: Sprinkle over..the.dough. one. hea 

se 8 ful of bal powder aud work it foto | batves 


the mass as rapidly as possible, Cat the dough 
into pleces about the size of an after-dinner coffee 
cup and roll each piece oub separately. Fill each 
with quartered apples. or with perle sauce 


until brown. Serve 
Many persons 





iAppe, the Ralgning Prince of Waldeck and 
Pyrmont, and the Dake of Anhalt, 


<eeass: 


CUE, COREE RES 1800 SOM Sanh 


| chieftain. 


> KWGR . 


New Croqosttss.—-Season cold mashed pota- ‘ 


and some chopped Saclay 
te or oval- balls, dip. in beaten egg, then in voy 


a pan with paper | side, 


-, MISCELLANEOUE. Fed 
: Tn gega st thesia we shou the in 
than 


| “Dae 'létest method of purifying’ Water i's 
means Of electricivy. 4 
Kevs"of fron abd brovzs have been found in 
Greece and Italy dating from at least the seventh 
century BO, 

Fring proor paper bricks are coming Into use 
for building purposes. They are xiade with» 


‘hollow poor, to ingure ty fn. bardosse, 
and the hollow is afterwands flied with cement, 


» Denman. .is properly eee: the 
territory. compr withia « Stimerk,” or 
auteinenad bp, 


Dany -&-Soanéiaavian 


On the laude cover “| 4  newiy- ailanel wateh 
@ thin jog’ aN “open centre 
and te one alde for thesinsertion of s 
| photograph. 


Txwonly soap which the Hindoos of the ortho. 
dox type employ ls made ey a of one 
products, ee cee India, being 
some an-unkanown luxury with the patives, 

j 2 Re tg a eee 1 Salaet: to tin 
en ge 0 down 
to ‘ar Tt’ continues’ to grow and 
thrive for adie @ stter it has been uprooted ahd 
exposed to the sun. 
es. at gale are several 
éatures walk up and 
‘Gown the s, aud Pas They look 80 most like 
soldiers yee at a Aistance strangers often mistake 
them for on 
more acc urately 


Tas, pe ne 
pang romontory, extending 5,009! 
in San fe »Aathe sun swings round 

oye von Tay of this mountain It touchés, oue by 


one, 9 citrle of,islands, which act as hour-tosrks. 
«Tne Russian State eceptre ix of solid gold, 
}three feet long, and contains, amiong: Ite orns- 
aments;two hundred and - d@iamond:, 
‘three bundredt ‘and savy re rei,” me fifteen 
emeralds, 

ly be % etter elty 
were bon OF snow. As 


AN emphtthestre; mresral Yege-Roman v villas, 
and ® great many coins, pottery, bronze, ellver 
and iron vessels and im ts have been found 
at Windesch, In the Swiss Canton of Aargau, 
which is regarded as the most important 
archeological discovery iu recent years, 

Toes are cultivated in pecan a 
there is a tulip: festival. there &. yer 


spring. Every room, g’ and g we 
is decorated with tl of every kind, i! ab 
night ye are all lighted 


hy golomred Jamps and 
Bengal fires. 

Tie most’ Wonderful bridge ta the. world 
one of solif agate in Arizona, It is @ petrified 
tree, from 3ft. to 4ft. In diameter, epanning * 
chasm 40ft. ‘wide. More iban 190R:. Of ite ler ei . 
is in sight, both ends being embedded in 
sandstone of the canon, ° 

In one of the States of América farmers derive 
& Va ee ough income from &@ lake @ach winter by 

on the ica, ~The shallowness of 
abies water rte R lake bed: causes the grasa grov¥- 
ing on the bottom to be peste | considerably above 
the surface; and when the ice forms the hay cau 
be cut witli great ease. * 

A Canvess thotoughfare ts the exact reverse 
of ours in shape, the middie part belog cov- 
siderably higher than the two pavements on aoe 
In the rainy season, if 'a' vehicle shoul 
alip, oy oceupante run considerable risk sbtalag 
emothered in hie mad-end bgt which eye 
accumulate at that period, 
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++ too hot nor too dry. » 


' as brightas pew. Rub with a soft 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


B. §,—The year 1904 will be leap-year. 

§, P.—They should be published in both. 

Neao.—The later will cancels the previous one. 

Ose 1s Taovste.—Oonsult a skilful aural surgeon. 
Gaaxt.—Anyone may be called to serve on a coroner's 


jary. 
Farrarot Reaper.—The appointments rest with the 


Nerrowe.—The British navy is by far the largest in 
the world. 

Ix Dover. —It tsa legal claim, and you had~ better 
pay it abonee, ’ 

Fetsen —Nothing better or cheaper than you can 
buy at thie shops. ? 

Boneas.—Write to the secretary for a prospéctua and | 
other information. - 


M B.—Keep tt from the afr, atid in a place neither 


Bio Joux.~We do mot give addresses through the 4 
columns of the paper. a 

Sarcton —Coneult a solicitor, and place the partner- 
ship deed before his. : 

Jacx Tan.—The oldest iron vessel in the world is the 
Michigan, built in 1844, : 


Min Spirits of the best agent for 
deaning white ki aaa . 
D. B.—Not aware of any prizos being offered for 


articles sant to the Palace 


Weary Womay.— Li, the marriage ia binding, 
a ther not pon teal Utils eee , ‘ 


Oant.—The tment of it 
JABL. appoinianentt Of clgtits ts the letee pai 


ship companies rest ; é 
Eriqvarrz.—One aay do the call for both; sister 
could spologise for bro’ and leave card. 
Farcxcrs.—It is said that sour milk applied to the 
face night and morning will remove freckles. - 
Dott Deve. —Kerosene off will make a tin kettle 
woollen. cloth. 


Isrexpm Bewepicr.—The cost of a Hoense 
varies in different districts from £1 15s, to £2 64. 


SraaD.—It We sald that some of the finest violins are 
cof fartilahed, the wood trotie¢ and poltshed by band. 


Krrry.—We have replied tm full to this query 
oven that we really cannot afford space } ay ped 
aga'n. y ; ita 4 
ee er amnnons sie sare Bint to 
engagement. ba, ag "7 

A Notsaxoz.—Squeaky hoots may be qnred by the 
injection of powdered F; 
noite cach ais Mirch eerie 

Axerriovs Improve yourself in 
evening. Self-taught men are thé best of euaed woke 
for business parposes, a} eee 


Ocp Reaper.—It is almost 
eraiicate a stain upon that sort 


e to entirely 
ight try salts of lemon. 5 PRIM 


Novics.—Probably the , used were not properly 
clean, or the milk was éour; either 
cause the failure just as you rs ; ie 
DisarrotsTeD.—If he never made 7 any oe 
you have no remedy at law. Avoid and 
look out for another andl bester lovee gi. 


6. H. B.-any w : et 

mt 4ny verter A epee teen wer the 
often does, proceed without any maid atall 
Curt.—It- is not “untawfui;” tm an tnternattonnl- 





coul and 


Gaarervt Reaver. —She can be compelled to con- 
tribute towards their maintenance if they fall on the 

Oape.—It would d d upon what the agreement 
was between yoursalt and your employer. Such 
matters should be settled beforehand. 

Torc.s.—Many persons consider the flavouring of ices 
is improved by boiling the thinly rinds 
of two | ors when making the » but that 
is a matter of taste. 

Huco.—Six months fe the longest sentence which 


Shue tume a's but twa sentences of 
that be para ofan making 
twelve mouths tn a ™ 


Eatx.—In law the nationality of a child follows that 


of its lather ; if, as you say, was then the 
x is Bootch, even its mother was an 
woman and the birth took place in Ireland. 


Latmra.—There is.an internal connection between 
oe ie ts eee Oe een ree as it 
sometimes is in 4 coenatone 6 dicerecsine end 
sometimes painfnl sensation in the ear. 

- Nunvovs.—We should not consider tt either wise or 


re anism of these stoves is - 
#, and the combustion of the oll is tUereforo 
“Iytepyatiopan,—In order of su 

Fy eo thus; 1, Great B: ay 


ratige; |S, Russia; 4, Italy: '%, Untied States; 6, 
3.8, Japan ; 9, Austria ; 10, Nether- 


, or being present at 
recreation, 


if 
: 
i 
Hi 
i 
= 
; 


Manovs —Both Romanists and Protestants have been 
m for their faith. There were no Protestants 
> ao timesa”—none before reign of Henry VIII. ; 


lowonaeds.—Authorities disagree on this subject. 
ae ~~ 
repose. though’ 
Oa tee 
rule is that the servants of nobility 
), officers 


















in Parliament by the 
the time when those 
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*raxir Geil Sate pedaanes odin 
keowiedys that: your fasted is alive, 
having obtained ®. diverce, you. will 
bigamy PR apt abbyy $0 - 


ioe 14 
Ruz asp Jon— most 
marie is before ~ 
Seses are required, 
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Hovsxnoiprr.—A constant and liberal sprinkling of 
ered borax over the places where they frequent, 
some of the powder being forced into all holes, crevices, 
&c., where they are supposed to retire in the daytime, 
has been known, after poems application, to 
entirely eradicate them. But you must be both liberal 
and persevering, or there is no use trying the remedy. 


Nor Scizstiric.— A man weighs less when the 
barometer is high, notwithstanding the fact that the 
atmospheric pressure on him is more than when the 
barometer is low. As the pressure of air on an 
ordinary-sized man is about fifteen tons, the rise of the 
mercury from twenty-nine inches to thirty-one inches 
adds about one ton to the load he has to carry. 


Sow or Hrim.-—Various opinions exist why the sham- 
rook is the emblem of Ireland. Some assert that it is 
the best and. richest food for cattle, and that no 
country could produce it bat theirs. Others suppose 
that w St. Patrick, their patron saint, endeavoured 
to explain the mystery of the Trinity, being unable to 
contend against the superstition of the ege, he bad 
recourse to a visidle image; he therefore made the 
sbamrock the emblem ot the diviaibllity of the Divinity 
inte three distinct parts united in one stem. 


Nuwsraren Reaver —The first newsshectse at all 
ans to our modern newspaper were issued by 
order of the Venetian pe about 1536. At first 
they were simply written out, and exhibited to public 
inspection om peyment of a small coin called a 

azette.”;. whence the modern term ‘' Gazvtte.” 
Seewarea, the demand made it necessary to print 
them. The firat English newspaper of which we Lave 
tive evidence was the Weekly News, published by 
athaniel Butler, In 1622. 


Awwaurrz —Wash in bran water, unless very dirty, 
when a little melted soap may be added. Boil balf a 
pound of bran in two quarts of water for half an hour, 
strain and add to it a gallon of soft water. Fquecse 
the article in it till clean. Do not rub, as thet causes 
the colour to run. If no soap has been used it wil 
hot need ri , and. will be slightly stiff, as 
when new. & spoonful of vinegar to each quart 
of water wili..brighten pinks and greens, and & 
very little soda will do the same for purples and 
blues. They should be ironed whieh half dry, with not, 
too hot an iron. To retain the colour of tinted lawn or 
holland, rinse in s strong tea made of common hay. 


E. 8.—The sect known as Shakers origivated in 
England about the year 1747. In 1774 they went to the 
United States under the guidance and leadership of a 
Woman called Mother Ann Lee. They take their name 
from the peculiar movements they make when dancing, 
which isa part of their religious ceremony. They do 
not believe in marriage. The name Shaking Quakers fp 
sometimes applied to them, but they differ from 
regular Quakers on almost ali points of doctrine, prec- 
tics ant custome. There are but-comparatively few 
scttlements remaining, and those Ate in the United 
States. These people call themselves “The United 
Society of Believers in Christ's Second Appearance.” 


Howorn.—To prepare creamed eggs, boil hard for 
twenty minutes as many eggs as you wish ; remove 
the shells (they come off easily if steeped in cold water), 
cut them in two and place them, points upwards ip a 
dish and cover them with bechamel sauce. To make 
this sauce for ten or twelve eggs, take a piece of butter, 
the size of a large egg, place it in a small eaucepar, 
with a tablespoontul and a balf of flour, salt and pepper 
to suit taste ; mix well at the edge of the fire ; add two 
tumblerfuis of milk, ee continually for ten 
minutes. The milk must be added by degrees, a little 
at a time, as the sauce bolls and thickens, I should be 
of the consistency of cream, ; 


Ernecprrps.—To make good coffee there are almost 
as many recipes as there are persons the beverage. 
Each has a way of preparing it, acquir 
from experience, which is believed to be the best and 
only way to make coffee. It should be freshly roasted 
and ground for use. When coffee has been roasted 
some days before use it should be heated through in the 
oven previous to use. Try this way. Pour boiling water 
on the coffee in the and place on the stove. Just as 
soon as it comes to boil, or as soon as four or five 
bubbles take it off the fire and pour out a teacup 
ful a it. Set ee cee oe ey 
or #0 ir oy eae one teacu 
“water, Tat all ste a minute and it will 
Off brightand Glear. The cold reason of its 

: and carries the grounds with it to 





—- Tt 


“Tra Lonpow Reapga can be sent toany part of the 


Three-halfpence Weekly ; or arr 
The Y 
BK Pape La 


ns; Pants and Vo.tvmes are in 
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HOUSEHOLD HINTS. 


QUESTION.—I am the landlady of a large Boarding- 
house, and am atixious to possess a reliable disinfectant in 
case of disease breaking out. What do you recommend? 


ANSWER.—By taking ordinary precautions and using 
LIFEBUOY SOAP ad. lib.,-you will not only check the 
spread of disease, but will reduce to a minimum the risks 
of it ever entering your house. I was once succéssful in 

‘confining an attack of Scarlet Fever to one person through 

the timely use of LIFEBUOY SOAP, although there were 
more than twenty persons in the house at the time. ‘This 
was my first trial of the famous soap, and as I have used it 
ever since, I need scarcely say that my house has been free 
from the very suspicion of infectious disease. To avert 
sickness and maintain the body in health, LIFEBUOY SOAP 
is immeasurably superior to any disinfectant I know, its 
softness aid purity being beyond praise. 











FOR 
PURITY, 
ECONOMY, 


Nelsons Jabtet 


MADE WITH THE 
PUREST GELATINE 


OF ENGLISH 
MANUFACTURE 











QUESTION.—I am a nurse in one of the poorest and 
most dirty districts of a large manufacturing town, and 
cannot help feeling rather nervous, sometimes, at the 
thought of the risk I run of infection from the impure air, 
etc. What can I do to protect myself against it? 


ANSWER.—I do not wonder at your feeling nervous 
under the circumstances. Your apprehensions are very 
natural. Your best and most simple safeguard is to use the 
excellent Disinfectant Soap known as the **LIFEBUOY ”’ 
when taking your bath, rubbing the whole of your body 
well with it, face included. This will-not only protect you 
from infectious germs, but will at the same time invigorate 
you. You need not fear its being too strong for the skin, 
as it is an absolutely pure soap, and free from alkali. [ 
always use it my self. Also have undergarments 
washed with it, which will be an addition 1 preventive, 
and use it in the place of any other whilst oceupied in your 
nursing duties. 


LIFEBUOY “soar” 


For Saving Life, For Preservation of Health. 
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Powder insist on having 
SOnWICE'S, whi at the best that money can buy. 
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